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CHAPTER L 

FOLLT IN THB WINS. 

The revellers were four : Major John Armin, 
once an officer in the British army, who had the 
good taste to prefer New York to London as a 
place of residence; Lindsay Davenant, an actor 
whom the fickle American public had just then 
apotheosized; Robert Belsham, a briefless law- 
yer with a little money, and Francis Ottiwell, 
whose sole distinction — Qod grant us all as 
much! — ^was that he was young, rich and 
handsoma 

They had dined together at a free-and-easy 
club not far from Madison Square; and as the 
clock struck nine, having finished the serious 
business of the evening, were making merry. 
First there had been cocktails, and afterward a 
trifle of Sauteme; then had come a bottle of the 
rich wine of Burgundy, followed, when the edge 
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of 'their appetites had been dulled, by a few 
glasses of the happy liquid that the world has 
named Champagne. If it be true that a monk 
invented it, then blessed be the name of that 
monk! Though dead, he liveth evermore. 
When civilized man has eaten his fill he turns 
to it even as these had turned, and finds at the 
top a sparkle that gives piquancy to the heavi- 
est meal, and a cheerful optimism at the bottom 
of the glass. There is a point in champagne 
drinking — ^and the wise tarry there — when the 
dullest are witty and the witty seem sublime; 
when life is all a pleasure and troubles are a 
laugh; and when the probable is fact, the im- 
probable is probable, and the impossible no 
longer exists. Call it not intoxication; the man 
who has reached it has attained a rose-leafed 
Nirvana, where, caring nothing for the hard 
facts of life, he is at once philosopher and 
voluptuary, and equally ready for nonsense or 
for heroism. At this point the company had 
now arrived, and there discreetly lingered, un- 
willing to advance a step further on the road to 
which the wine invited them. 

It was a Sunday in early May. Ottiwell gave 
the dinner and sat as host at the head of a 
table that glittered with a service of glass and 
silver. He had been talking with animation of 
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his plans for the summer, which included a 
long yachting cruise in northern waters, and yet 
had suddenly lapsed into silence, broken pres- 
ently by a slight sigh. Davenant threw a sur- 
prised glance at the offender. 

*'Here, stop that!" he said with simulated 
anger. '* Gentlemen, what do you suppose Ot- 
tiwell has been guilty of?" 

**0h, save uis the exertion of guessing and tell 
us," said Belsham. 

*' Sighing at his own feast." 

**Maybe it's because he can't eat more," sug- 
gested Belsham. 

**No, gentlemen," said their host, half -laugh- 
ingly, yet more than half in earnest, **I am sigh- 
ing because of the emptiness of life." 

*^Whose life?" asked Davenant. *'Life in 
general, or yours in particular?" 

*'My own." 

**My son, you make me tired. You are the 
most fortunate fellow in town. The whole 
world is open to you to choose from its list of 
amusements; you have so much money you 
can't spend it; and yet you complain that your 
life is empty. I know what I'd do if I had the 
time and the means. Why don't you go some- 
where and hunt big game?" 

**That's just it," answered Ottiwell. 'Tve 
been." 
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**Go to Japan, then/* 

**rve been there, too." 

**Europe never palls on me.'* 

**It's been overdone." 

* * Oh — go to the devil I* ' said the actor in mock 
indignation. **What do you want?" 

**What do I want?" repeated OttiwelL 
^ 'Anything that's different £rom the life of stag- 
nation that I'm living now. I'm up at 10, I 
breakfast at 11, and drive in the park, and lunch 
at 2, and dine at 8, and kill time somehow 
till 1; and so it goes, day after day and 
night after night, till I'm sick and tired of it. 
I am too old to begin the study of any profes- 
sion; I hate business; and about the only pleas- 
ure I have comes from belonging to the Seven- 
ty-second. What do I amount to, anyway? 
Nothing. What good do I do? Less than 
none. I can ride, but any mounted policeman 
can ride better; I can fence, but I can't very 
well go out in the street and present a duelling 
sword to some one, and say, ^Fight me ;' for the 
police have a prejudice against that sort of 
thing. So what am I to do? This hot-house 
life we live here is killing me. We are not 
men, but tailors' dummies." 

**Bravo!" cried Davenant. ^^ Encore! Do 
you want a part in my next play?" 
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^^No,'' said Armiii, a small^ dark man of un- 
oertam age, **he wants excitement. I know the 
feeling; I had it onc5e when I was younger." 

*'And did you get it?" asked the actor eager- 
ly, hoping to draw something from him as to 
his past. 

"H'm, yes. I had all I wanted until the 
Carlists shot the desire for it out of me, and it 
hasn't troubled me since. A little pig-sticking 
now and then, or tiger-hunting from the back 
of a steady old elephant, is enough for me." 

*'And tiiat's grown commonplace," broke in 
Ottiwell, as he lit his first cigarette. '^I don't 
want to detract from the merit of your perform- 
ances, major, but you know everybody does 
those things nowadays. I've done them, and 
the pleasure they gave me didn't last half an 
hour." 

**Tou're hopelessly hlasS^^* laughed Dave- 
nant. ^'Look at him, gentlemen : on the sunny 
side of thirty, and worth half a million; knows 
everybody worth knowing; best dresser in New 
York. In Heaven's name, man, what do you 
want?" 

*'I've told you," answered Ottiwell simply. 
**I want to get away from my sham self— the 
self that I'm ashamed of; I want some action, 
some danger, some romance in my life. My 
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father was a soldier, and his father and his 
father's father before him; and the fever's in 
my blood, and I can't rid myself of it," and 
again he sighed. 

*'Mr. Ottiwell," said Armin thoughtfuUy, 
after a period of silence, "I have a plan that I 
think will give you what you want. What do 
you say to stepping into the atmosphere of the 
middle ages. There is a country where the 
people are a thousand years behind the time. It 
hasn't a railroad nor even a wagon-road — only 
bridle-paths. It is a wilderness of mountains 
and streams, with a few small valleys that sus- 
tain the meager population. It has no banks, 
nor corporations, nor steam-heat, nor electric 
lights, nor any of the other things that go to 
make up civilization, and the people are the 
freest and the most ignorant in Europe, as they 
have been for more than a thousand years." 

"Arcadia!" cried Da venant. 

**No: Andorra." 

"I never heard of it," said Belsham. 

"There are a good many things. Bob, that 
you never heard of," returned Ottiwell, impa- 
tient at the interruption. "Go on, major; tell 
us more." 

"There isn't any more to tell so far as I am 
concerned. I know there is such a country, be- 
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cause I heard of it when I was in Catalonia in 
the seventies, but the Carlists were after us and 
I — left. But there it is, wedged in between 
France and Spain. Will you go there with 
me?" 

"With you 1" 

**I am like you — ^tired of paved streets and 
conventionalities; let's turn our backs on them 
together. A steamer will take us to Gibraltar 
in a little more than a week, and from there we 
can go to Barcelona either by sea or by rail. 
What do you say — shall we arm cap-h-pie and 
seek adventures in this unknown land?" 

"Well, it has one merit; it isn't done to death 
like the rest of Europe," said Ottiwell, his face 
brightening. 

"Yes, and the queen may want you to share 
the throne," chaffed Beldam, eager to be 
revenged on his friend for the reflection on his 
knowledge. 

"The country's a republic,'' said Armin 
shortly. He did not like Belsham over well. 

"Well, what of it? He can give them a revo- 
lution," returned Belsham. "Or, better still, 
he can introduce some Napoleonic methods and 
have himself elected king — ^that's the ticket I 
How it would look to see in the list of hotel ar- 
rivals in the Herald about six months from now : 
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*At the Waldorf-Astoria, Francis I., King of 
Andorra !' It sounds well, doesn't it?" 

**Yes, it sounds well enough," said Armin, 
**but it's all sound." 

*'Nonsensel" rejoined the other. ^^Stranger 
things than that have happened. How nice it 
will be to know a real live king — and such a 
ladylike king at that! What position will you 
give me, your majesty?" 

His whimsical mood transferred itself to Otti- 
well. **0h, I don't know," said he, taking 
readily to the jest. **How would you like to be 
my secretary of state?" 

"Any salary or perquisites?" 

"Unlimited quantities of what you have al- 
ready had too much of." 

"What's that?" 

"Champagne." 

'*Good enough! We shall have to call you 
Francis le D&)onuaire. That's a good joke— for 
a king. Major, what do you want to be?" 

"Let alone," snapped Armin. 

"No, that won*t do. I stand in with this ad- 
ministration, and everybody must have an 
office. What shall it be?" 

Armin moved uneasily in his seat without re- 
plying, and Ottiwell hastened to interfere^ 

"The major, being a military man, I'll make 
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him commander-in-chief of the forces," he said. 
**And that leaves only Davenant unprovided 
for.'^ 

**ril tell you what you can make me," said 
the actor — "court dressmaker. I never yet saw 
a dress that pleased me, and I'd like to try my 
hand at one. But what about your ministry?" 

"I believe in home rule. The people of An- 
dorra must have the best places." 

*^ And your queen?" asked Belsham, looking 
provokingly at the soldier. 

"My queen?" repeated Ottiwell, sipping the 
iced sunlight in his glass. "Oh, some Andor- 
ran woman, to please my people; some tall, 
dark woman, to please myself." 

And then the conversation ran in other chan- 
nels imtil the end of the dinner, but he took no 
part in it. His thoughts were far away — over 
the seas, in the heart of the moxmtains. There, 
where life was no puppet-show, must be men 
and women driven by the elemental passions, 
and there, if anywhere, must be love — such love 
as he had longed for, as in this atmosphere of 
repression he was ashamed to say he sought. A 
mist bom of the wine, delicious and ecstatic, 
settled before his eyes, and through it he saw, 
entranced, a dark and slumberous, rose-lipped 
l^ce that needed only his kisses to wake it into 
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the life of love. Was she there, and did she 
wait for him? Not long, O daughter of the 
valley 1 not long 1 The talk of his friends went 
on, extravagant and loud, but he sank his face 
down in his hands and was bathed in happi- 
ness. "I come," he murmured to the creature 
of his fancy, "I comel" 

"Well," said Davenant at length, rising 
somewhat unsteadily to his feet, "this foolery 
is very pleasant, but it's after 10 o'clock, and I 
am studying a new part. Shall we brec^ up?" 

"Just as you like," answered Ottiwell, com- 
ing out of his dream, and following the other's 
example; "and as I shall probably not see you 
again for some time I'll say good-by now." 

"Going away?" asked the actor in surprise. 

"Didn't you hear me half -promise the major?" 
said his host, flushing a little. "I think a 
North German Lloyd boat sails this week; I 
go on it, and the major with me, if he will." 

"It is settled, then," said Armin quietly. 
"We can meet to-morrow to arrange our plans." 

"It's only press of work and lack of money 
that keep me from asking to make one of the 
party," said Davenant, preparing to take leave. 
"But there are otheri^ who are not handicapped 
as I am. Here's Belsham, for instance, who is 
so fortunate as to have some money e^nd ^ UH" 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF AITDOBBA. 17 

fortunate as to have nothing to spend it on. 
Why don't you ask him?'* 

Armin frowned at the suggestion, which Otti- 
well unthinkingly took up and urged so warmly 
that Belsham's face reddened with pleasura 
**It's awfully kind of you," he said gratefully. 
'*I've been hoping somebody would ask me, and 
though I didn't like to propose it myself it just 
falls in with my ideas; so count me in — unless," 
he added somewhat doubtfully, looking at 
Armin, ''I shall be in the way." 

"Pm sure the major will be as glad as I am 
to have you with us," said Ottiwell with hearti- 
ness; "won't you, major?" And Armin, being 
trapped, muttered something that sounded like, 
**Delighted." 

**Then it's all right," said Belsham joyously, 
"and from this minute you may depend on me. 
Hold on there, Davenant, you're not going till 
you have helped us drink another bottle. This 
is on me, in honor of the expedition." 

"It seems to me we have all had about 
enough," said Armin stiffly; but Belsham had 
abeady rung for the waiter. 

"Now, major 1 Would you deprive Davenant 
of the pleasure of drinking to our success?" 

When the wine had been brought he struck 
off the neck of the bottle and filled four glasses. 
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"There's a better toast than that, though. 
Here's my sentiment: To the health of Francis 
I., King of Andorra I" he said, lurching for- 
ward. **Davenantl" 

"I say the same," said the actor. 

"Major! No, no, you can't get out of it 
Just to please me, now.'* 

"To the health of Francis I., then," growled 
Armin, eager to be rid of his tormentor. 

"Your majesty 1" 

"See here, must a man drink to his own 
health?" laughed OttiwelL "Well, if I must, 
with all the good will in the world. To the 
health of his majesty, me I" 

They drank the toast with laughter, but the 
fruit of the night was blood and tears. 
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CHAPTER II. 

ANDORRA THB OLD. 

Greenest, grayest, and most golden of 
Pyrenean vales lay Andorra, well named the 
Old, in the light and shadow of a day in June. 
The town itself, dwarfed by Monte Anclar into 
a brown and time-stained insignificance, kept 
its watch of centm-ies over the meadows about 
and the winding Valira. 

The rains had loved the valley and fallen in 
blessing on rich fields of grain, that covered the 
lower slopes with yellowness and shaded higher 
up into lightening tints of green, and above the 
line of trees that succeeded, brooding in ashy 
silence over the works of man, rose the virgin 
mass of the mountains. The day was calm and 
its rich warmth was tempered by a breath of 
cooler air that sifted down from the heights; 
but for the gift of the sun it would have been 
cold. It was the time when in warmer Spain 
men sought repose after the midday meal, but 
here they worked on with an energy that would 
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have made them rich if they had not chosen to 
be poor. 

The land was a land of streams. Thej 
gushed from the rocks; they sprang from foun- 
tams of melting snow far up on the slopes; they 
trickled in tiny rivulets through the lower 
meadows; they dashed and roared in sparkling 
shallowness and eddying depth through narrow 
ways that themselves had been ages in cutting; 
but the Yalira at last received them all and 
went hurrying away to join the Segre. 

Above the town tlie two branches of the 
river^ watering valleys far apart and separated 
by impassable eminences, united. The jealous 
mountains receded on either side to* the total 
width of perhaps a mile, and thence the green 
valley stretched six miles to the southward, a 
great, clear-cut emerald pendant from the silver 
thread of the stream. At the lower elevations 
the walnut grew to gigantic dimensions and the 
gnarled and twisted ilex had its roots kissed by 
the running water. Flowers piurple and snowy 
bordered the way, and the nightingale, which 
has become almost a tradition m less favored 
lands, sang here the long day through. 

At a place south of the town where the 
traveled way ran close beside the river, a man 
and a woman were resting imder the shade of a 
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branching walnut tree; or, to be more exact, 
the woman rested, while tibe man, never long 
inactive, paced to and fro within easy hearing. 
He was tall and dark and well on toward mid- 
dle age, and his face, with its high forehead, 
arched nose and strongly cleft chin, was the 
countenance of one who loved his own way, and 
who had it at whatever cost to others. Every- 
thing about him except his eyes — ^his well-kept 
hands, his feet, encased in shoes that would not 
have disgraced a Boulevardier, the firm mouth, 
with its short upper lip that closed with such 
decision over his white teeth — was large and 
well-proportioned; but the eyes were so small, 
so cold, and set at such an unusually acute 
angle to the nose, that the face was robbed of 
much of its attractivenes& His clothing was 
that of an English tourist — a suit of rough and 
well-worn gray tweed — but from shrug to scarf- 
pin he was immistakably French, and his words 
were pronoimced with the finical clipping accent 
of the Parisian. 

^^Patience, Blanche,'' he was saying as he 
paced back toward her, not, as might have been 
expected, with the slow step of a large man, 
but with the tender-footed movement of a 
fencer; * Ve must wait until the council meets 
again.'* 
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She turned on him a glance of ill-conoealed 
disdain and looked at the river a long time 
without replying. "The Syndic does not take 
readily to your proposals, then?" she finally 
asked, with an almost total lack of interest in 
the subject. 

"He talks, and talks, and forever talks, and 
puts'me oflf — says that the people do not want a 
gaming-house — ^that to build roads will leadrto 
buildmg railroads, and then the French will 
come ^d steal the coimtry. I have sounded 
most of the older men, and they all say the 
same; I would give up the attempt if it were 
not " 

He paused, bit his tongue, and hastened to 
conclude. "If it were not that I hope to make 
them change their opinions." 

She had by this time raised herself to a sit- 
ting posture with her back against the tree, and 
she looked at him closely, scornfully, before she 
spoke again. 

"It is a beautiful land, Hector," she said in 
an immoved tone. 

^^It is the best spot in Europe for the syndi- 
cate's purposes," he answered enthusiastically. 

"Some of the women are pretty," she con- 
tinued, throwing the slightest shade of meaning 
into her utterance of the words. 
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**Not especially so.'* 

"Not even Petronila?" 

*' Blanche, you know I *' 

'* Spare me your heroics, Hector. K I were 
less polite I might say, spare me your lies. 
You sang the old song to me so often that once 
I believed that I loved you, but that was before 
I knew you. I know you now." 

He swore softly, und^ his breath, cme of the 
many blasphemies of his kind, but his training 
had been such that he repressed all outward ex- 
pression of his emotions. 

"You mean?" he asked at length. 

"I mean that the time has come for us to have 
an imderstanding ; then let us have it now. The 
farce is over; you have been caught by a new 
face, and I must yield my place, I sui^x)se." 
And then her mood changed. "She is pretty, 
your Petronila," she declared with a critical air. 

In that moment, looking at her soft, blond 
beauty, his fancy almost turned to her again. 
"And is this the end?" he inquired, putting 
into his speech some small part of the tender- 
ness with which he had (mce charmed her. 

"The end was long ago," she answered 
evenly. "I saw it approaching soon after we 
came here, and it was not hard to reconcile my- 
self to H. We are mutually weary of each 
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other; then let us be quits. From to-day — 
from this hour— you are free! But I shall 
watch the new comedy with interest." 

"Blanche," said he, bending over her and 
catching in his eagerness at her hands, ^^it is no 
comedy. Believe what you will of me, but I 
love the girl." 

**I thought you would say so." 

**No, no, don't sneer at me. You are think- 
ing that I have said the same to you; that I 
have said it to others; and that is true enough, 
but now I do love — ^for the first time." He 
drew a deep breath. "For the last time, if I do 
not " 

"The words sound familiar; where can I 
have heard them?" 

"From me, alas! Don't think that I don't 
regret what has been. It was a mistake, was 
it not?" he pleaded. "We thought we loved 
one another, but we have learned the truth in 
time. No one knows. Can't we be friends?" 

"It is a strange word to use between us, M. 
De Sallet," she answered bitterly, "and one 
that I am afraid hardly comports with our past 
relations. Friends! That means so much, or 
so little, as one views it. Suppose I agree to 
be neutral? You really love the girl?" she in- 
quired, with a faint expression of interest. 
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His years were lifted from him as he told her 
huskily, blushingly, as any boy might, the 
story of his love for another woman. She 
looked at him in wonder. Could this be the 
man whom she had known? Never had he 
spoken to her of his sudden passion for herself 
as he spoke to her now of his latest desire. It 
must be real. A moment before she had hated 
him; now, for the briefest instant, she almost 
pitied him, for she knew that he would never 
have his will. 

"Count," she said at length, when he had 
finished and stood before her trembling with 
genuine emotion, "I believe you. It is a 
strange thing for me to say, and you cannot ask 
me to say more. I cannot be ready to leave 
here before Monday; if you will see that I have 
a guide I will start then and go back to begin 
the old life over, to deceive the world, and wear 
the false front of a good woman." She shiv- 
ered. **Our paths are two from that time forth, 
though in the meantime I suppose I must still 
masquerade as your sister. And now I should 
like to go back to the inn. I am tired — ^and 
cold — ^and ** 

She refused his offered arm and drew away 
from him with a shudder. The situation was a 
cruelly false one, such as occurs to those only 
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whose relations are unsanctioned by moral cus- 
tom. She felt humiliated, pitiable, unclean. 
She had made this man the last gift that a 
woman can make, and he appreciated it so little 
that he seemed to glory in telling her of his 
love for another woman; and she had abased 
herself still further by listening. Vile, utterly 
vile, he and shel she raged; — ^the whole world 
and all of the people in it. Miserable as 
she was, however, she was still feminine, and 
did not forget that she had an opportunity par- 
tially to revenge herself. 

"These people have the reputation of being 
dull and noncommittal, but the women gossip 
here just as they do everywhere else," she ob- 
served to him with a nervous laugh. 

De Sallet politely assented. 

"I heard a bit of talk only this morning that 
might interest you," she continued, after a short 
silence, "since it relates to Senyorita Padez." 

"Yes?" he said apprehensively. 

"You know she is the Syndic's only daugh- 
ter, and the law requires her to marry her near- 
est male relative, permitted by the ecclesiastical 
law?" 

"I have heard that there is such a custom," 
he answered in a strained voice. 

"And Bamiro Zorilla is her second cousin/' 
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she went on with cold cruelty. "I understand 
there will be a wedding in the autumn." 

De Sallet groaned and dropped his head on 
his breast and walked on blindly, tearing at his 
shirt with trembling fingers to loosen it at the 
throat. There is no fool so dense as a man, he 
thought. He might have known from Ramiro's 
manner that he loved his cousin. And she? — 
it must not, it should not bel He shuddered at 
the possibility of a life spent without her; and 
the woman, watching him with angry eyes, was 
satisfied. 

* * We women avenge each other, ' ' she thought, 
as he staggered on beside her— "the good the 
bad, and the vicious the worthy. This Andor- 
ran girl, with her sleepy eyes and immature 
face, will pxmish him for me. I need not raise 
my hand." 

De Sallet was not himself that day. He so 
far recovered that he was able to talk in a 
rambling way, avoiding all mention of Petro- 
nila, but in his suffering he told more than he 
intended to tell. Men are not dnmk from 
strong drink alone; strong emotions sometimes 
dull the senses and loosen the tongue in equal 
measure. All of the way to the town he spoke 
of the beauty and resources of the country, the 
immense fortunes in lead and silver hidden in 
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the mountains^ and the ease with which it oould 
be defended against foreign invasion; and his 
companion listened eagerly, tinming over in her 
mind everything that suggested itself to her as 
a reason for his passion for the land. It was 
not until she was seated in her room at the inn 
that her ideas took definite form. 

**What does he mean?" she mused. "What 
is he planning? The land is rich, is it, and easy 
to defend; but what is that to him or to any 
other foreigner? Ah! The meetings of the 
younger men — ^the unpopularity of the govern- 
ment! I shall not go, Monsieur le Compte; I 
shall stay instead to be the cause of your undo- 
ing!" 

If she had but known it she was herself at 
that moment the subject of his thoughts. He 
sat in his room in the same hostal drinking the 
strong brandy of his own country, and the more 
he drank the more clearly he saw her design to 
make him suffer. 

**The devil!" he said aloud, finding in the 
repetition of strong words a satisfaction that 
strong drink denied him. "The devil! The 
devil!" 

And it was not the bad man of the book of 
whom he spoke. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF ANDOBBA. 29 



CHAPTER IIL 



If the great tree that had sheltered De Sallet 
and his pseudo sister had been a whispering tree 
it could have told strange tales that day, for it 
was destined to listen before nightfall to another 
declaration of love. Later in the afternoon a 
young girl, weary of the dulness of the little 
capital, wandered by, and, returning afterward, 
sat down in the shade to rest. 

She had brought with her a book — a life of a 
Catalonian saint of superlative merit, the gift 
of the parish priest — whose wonders filled the 
hours until the day was far gone toward its end. 
There was little travel, and notwithstanding 
some of those who rode by on their way to San 
Julian de Loria and the Catalonian towns be- 
yond would have stopped to talk, none had 
more from her than an inclination of the head 
and a grave, ^^Dios guarda.^^ But after a time 
a tall, handsome youth approached from the 
southward, who, instead of passing, came to sit 
beside her, 
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**Good-day, cousin,'' said he. **Hav6 you 
missed me?" 

He spoke in Catalan, a harsh and barbarous 
dialect that had been the language of his people 
for a thousand years, and she answered him in 
the same tongue. 

"Yes, Ramiro; much." 

The words were all that he could ask, but the 
calmness of her manner was in marked contrast 
with his eagerness. He hesitated before speak- 
ing again, and then continued with almost boy- 
ish impetuosity: 

"And I have missed you so much that I hur- 
ried home to be here to-morrow. Do you know 
what day it is?" 

She looked at him with wondering eyes. 

"It is Sunday,^' she answered. 

"And nothing else? Is your memory so 
poor?" 

"I can think of nothing more." 

"It is the day you said I might speak to you 
again about the one thing I think of all of the 
time. Petronilal" 

He seized her hand, trying to raise it to his 
lips, but she drew it away, not angrily, but de- 
cidedly. 

"Not now, Eamiro; I promised to hear you 
to-morrow, you say; then, let us wait till then. 
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But why speak at all? Is it not enough for us 
to be loving cousins, without a thought of 
more?" 

''Qaeridar 

** Well, well, not now," she said hastily, and, 
hoping to avoid a subject that was distasteful 
to her, she asked him whether San Julian was 
the same. 

**Ay, the same — always the same," he an- 
swered with bitterness. * * We have not changed 
in five hundred years. See how Catalonia pros- 
pers; there are roads and railroads, and the 
people grow rich, while here " 

His pause was eloquent. 

^'It is all the fault of the government and the 
laws," he went on with increasing vehemence. 
** What are the laws? Who knows them? Are 
they plain, that all the people may understand? 
No: the judges keep the knowledge to them- 
selves and construe them as they please. These 
things would not be if we had a king." 

"A king!" cried the girl, aghast. **Why, 
that means that we should lose our liberty, 
which I have heard my father say we have kept 
with fear and trembling for a thousand years." 

* * A king means that? A king means liberty ; 
for he himself is subject to the laws. Are not 
Spain and England free? Yet they are mon- 
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archies. But look at us ! Cousin, as you well 
know, but for the generosity of a sister I should 
be a beggar. The first child bom to my father 
chanced to be a girl— a weak and puny girl — 
yet at his death she took all. *It is the law,' 
say the council and the Viguiersj it is a bad 
law, say I, and one that should be changed. 
Am I lame or blind, or deaf, or dumb, or with- 
out the mind of a man? Are not she and I chil- 
dren of the same good mother? Think, too, how 
dull these old men are who claim to be all wis- 
dom. The Frenchman oflFers great sums for 
the right to build houses at Las Escaldas, where 
strangers from far countries may come and 
drink the water, and hunt and play at cards 
and leave their money with our people. He 
would make roads, too, that we may haul our 
lead and silver to where they may be sold. 
And what do these wise men say? *To play at 
cards is against the law of God.' *Our fathers 
did without roads, and so should we.' Free? 
Why, we are slaves! The council and the 
Syndic " 

**Say nothing ill of my father, unless you 
wish to know me no more." 

"I ask your pardon, cousin. The office 
offends me, not the man." 

He was standing, and enforced his words 
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with animated gestures, speaking with heat and 
fluency, as if repeating something that he had 
already said many times. In any land where 
such gifts were in demand he would have been 
known as an orator; and even Petronila, a 
woman, and therefore a believer in the existing 
order, was more moved than she cared to admit. 

He threw himself down beside her and at- 
tempted once more to take her hands, which she 
still withheld from him. "But there is one 
custom," he said slyly, ** which, if I had the 
power, I would not change— the custom that 
gives you to me. You know it, cousin." 

**Yes," she answered, turning pale and 
speaking so low that he could hardly hear her, 
**Iknowit." 

**It is the law! Let me speak now, and not 
to-morrow, that my happiness may be now, in- 
stead of then. Because you love me, and not 
because it is my right to ask it, give me your 
promise to come to me with the winter snows 
and make my life your own." 

"You cannot love me much if you are will- 
ing to wait so long." 

"I have work to do — work that will not wait 
even on love—but when it is done I shall have 
more to offer you. I shall not be always poor 
and a yoimger son." 
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The pleading of his voice won her to loobat 
him again, and the sight of him was such a 
pleasure to her woman's eyes that her gaze 
lasted until it dropped before the passion of his 
answering glance. The face that longed and 
the face that slept were at once curiously alike 
and singularly unlike; both were strong and 
nobly outlined and generously cheeked with 
health's 'redness; but the light that never was 
save in love-illumined eyes brought one into 
bright relief and left the other in darkness un- 
informed. Yet, though she did not love him, 
he pleased her, and for a moment she was peril- 
ously near to telling him that he might hope, 
ft was the book that determined her otherwise; 
she had taken it up from the ground where it 
had been lying, and was turning the leaves with 
mechanical fingers, imdecided how to answer, 
when she thought of the giver's words spoken 
at a wedding-feast: "Marriage is a sacrament 
and holy; not to be entered into lightly nor 
without love, aod once celebrated never to be 
dissolved." 

Could she be this man's, in violation of the 
Law above all other laws? She hesitated no 
more. 

And it was well, for on the deep sea men had 
been sweating in cramped and sooty prisons; 
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and other men had been watching the waters by- 
night and by day and peering through projected 
eyes at the heavenly bodies; and ten thousand 
flames had been shooting and dancing and try- 
ing to win through the surrounding water-tubes 
to be fused in one hellish glow; and mighty 
engines had been pulsing with fierce and vapor- 
ous life; and great shafts, their brightness 
marred by the filthy oil of Pennsylvanian wells, 
had been turning, never wearying, in ceaseless, 
grinding pain; and all to force across the waters 
the bit of floating German land that bore to 
some men intelligence that meant their ruin, 
and to some women, doubtless, countless woes 
and griefs, but to her the richest freight with 
which the ships of earth are ever laden. All 
this had Science done for one poor, untrained 
girl in an Andorran valley. 

**Ramiro,'* she said gently, "I answer, since 
you urge me: I have tried to love you, and I 
cannot. What shall I do — lie to you?'* 

"You love some other manl" he said, his 
face contorted with jealous anger. 

**Nay,'* she made answer, **I love no man 
except my father. We do not love as we 
would, but as we must. Can a river run over 
the mountains? It goes in the way that it has 
cut, and our hearts go from us without our wish 
and without our knowledge." 
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**You kill me, Petronila;** and, more to him- 
self than to her, he muttered despairingly*' Will 
you never love?" 

**Ah, who can say? Every creature has its 
mate. Seek yours, Ramiro; I am not she. 
Somewhere is a man God made for me, and 
when we meet I must love him whether he 
cares for me or no. You want a king, Ramiro, 
and so do I; but the only kingdom I can give 
him is the kingdom of my heart." 

"He takes his own time to come." 

**He may be on the other side of the world, or 
he may be in the valley now-^how can you 
tell?" 

**She means the Frenchman!" he muttered, 
pale and red by turns. 

They had risen; her voice rang out like a 
song. No one had passed since he came, but 
now a party of horsemen was approaching from 
the southward. 

"See!" she went on jestingly. **He may be 
coming now." 

Is there a freaksome god called Chance di- 
rects our lives? Wise men not a few have 
thought so. 

"Carriers," said her companion; but as the 
party drew nearer, both said, as if with one 
voice: 
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"Strangers!" And Petronila's heart begou 
to beat like a trip-hammer. 

The horses came on lamely, as if they had 
already traveled many miles that day. A dark- 
faced Catalonian rode in front, followed by 
three other men too light-skinned to be Span- 
iards, and far in the rear toiled a string of 
heavily loaded pack-mules. The first of the 
three was well past middle age, but the second, 
who gazed at Petronila with such admiration 
that she cast down her eyes, was young, clean- 
shaven and brown-haired. The last of the 
travelers had been some distance behind the 
others, and his horse, almost exhausted, stopped 
to rest within a few feet of her. He made no 
attempt to urge it on, but dropped the reins and 
with lips parted in wonder drank in her timid 
gaze. An ejaculation of excitement from 
Eamiro recalled the stranger to himself, and he 
struck the spurs into his horse and rode on, bar- 
ing his blond head with grave courtesy to ask 
pardon for his rudeness. A few moments later 
he had overtaken the little troop and was talk- 
ing gayly with his companions. 

Eamiro was angry. When he saw Petro- 
nila's face he was more angry stilL The mo- 
ment in which she had looked into Ottiwell's 
eyes had seen the awakening of a souL Noth- 
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ing was the same, nothing would ever be the 
same again. The girl was a woman, and the 
woman hugged to her heart a sweet and secret 
joy. The sky was azure, the river was crystal, 
and the air was wine. Happy world 1 that holds 
such illusions for us all! 

Already Ramiro was vaguely jealous of the 
bold stranger. ** That's a handsome fellow," 
he said, with love-taught cunning, looking after 
the retreating party. 

*'Yes," said Petronila dreamily, and a mo- 
ment later she asked : 

*' Where do men live who have such yellow 
hair?'' 

**I did not mean that one," returned the An- 
dorran; **I meant the one. with brown hair." 

She glanced at him with a* sudden distaste for 
his dark beauty and his picturesque costume of 
blue velvet, thinking how much better the other 
looked in his dust-covered suit of gray, and 
how white his hands were, and how deep and 
tender his eyes, and 

**I meant the one with brown hair," repeated 
Ramiro, with angry insistence. 

"I did not notice him." 
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CHAPTteR IV. 

THE LOVER AND THE^SONa. 

"If their piety is to be measured by the 
length of time it takes them to say their pray- 
ers, '* declared Belsham, with the natural irrev- 
erence of American youth, **they must be the 
most pious people on earth.'* 

He spoke from the shade thrown by the 
parish church, where he was recovering from 
the exhaustion of his round of morning sight- 
seeing, to A^nin and Ottiwell in the sunshine, 
as they endeavored to decipher the inscriptions 
on the crumbling tombstones in the church- 
yard. 

In every respect save one the day was the 
counterpart of the yesterday. The sun shone as 
brightly, the air was as pure, the snowy heights 
were as clear to the vision; but the occupations 
of the people were not the same, for it ifOA Sun- 
day. In all the years of their history they had 
known but one faith. The most ancient of 
secular governments in the world, which bad 
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stood almost without evolution for more than a 
thousand years, still paid, as was most fitting, 
the tribute of its devotion to the most ancient of 
churches. Even in near-by Spain, stronghold 
of Orthodoxy, there have been various forms of 
dissent; but no doubt had ever yet found lodg- 
ment in the mind of the Andorran, who 
yielded, as his forbears yielded in the time of 
Charlemagne, a loyal and unthinking obedience 
to pope and bishop. On feast-days the people 
made merry, on fast-days they abstained from 
all that was forbidden, and on holy days few 
besides the sick, the very old, and the very 
young were absent from the parish churches. 
The priest was as great a man as the Syndic — 
the helper, consoler, and inspirer of all — and 
the land's feudal lord, the Bishop of Urgel, was 
deemed second in holiness to the Holy Father 
at Rome. 

Armin was in the act of bending over to in- 
spect an inscription, and beyond nodding his 
head in unthinking assent he gave no indication 
of having heard. If Ottiwell heard it was 
wholly with the ears of the body, for his mind 
was elsewhere. Belsham felt like talking that 
morning, so he rose and went over to Ottiwell. 

**I'm going home," he announced with per- 
fect gmvity. 
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**What!** exclaimed his friend in surprise. 

**I*m going home if you fellows don't treat 
me better. Here. we have come something like 
five thousand miles to see a strange country, 
and you spend your time with the dead. 
There's no novelty in that; there are people in 
Trinity churchyard just as dead as these fel- 
lows here." 

"Yes," responded Ottiwell gravely; "but 
they haven't been dead as long." 

"That's true enough. Good chance for a 
preacher: * Forty generations look down on you 
from these tombstones' — couldn't that be made 
into an edifying discoui-se, major? But give 
the dead a rest; let's talk about the living — 
that pretty girl we saw yest(3rday, for instance." 

His friend looked up with such an air of in- 
terest that in spite of their nearness to the open 
door of the church Belsham roared: "Oh, I've 
caught you, have I? Well, I know all about 
her, as well as about that French fellow and his 
sister that we caught a glimpse of. Last night, 
while you and the major were sleeping the 
sleep of poor horsemen, I was gossiping with 
the landlord. I know the history of the Padez 
family for four hundred years back, and when- 
ever I like I can hear another installment; the 
landlord is a regular continuous performance. 
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Old Jaime Padez is Syndic of the Bepublic — 
the very biggest of the big guns, and a sort of 
Rothschild in this country — and the senyorita is 
the only other member of tie family living. 
What a good match she'd make for you, major 
— she has money and beauty and you have ex- 
perience enough for two." 

Armin raised himself to his full height, 
which was not great, and directed a glance of 
cold dislike at the babbler. 

"I always did say," he declared, addressing 
no one in particular, 'Hhat a male gossip is 
worse than the plague." 

The application of the remark was too plain 
for mistake, and Belsham flushed hotly. An 
unfortunate antagonism had sprung up between 
the two, which threatened to disrupt the party. 
They were as unlike as oil and water, and but 
for the restraining influence that Ottiwell ex- 
erted over them through their common liking 
for him, they would have been continually at 
war. Armin was slow, quiet, prejudiced, and 
impatient of all that did not conform to his 
ideas, while the other was hasty, thoughtless, 
and the soul of airy nonsense. 

"Now, this is too much," muttered Belsham, 
taking a step toward the soldier; but Ottiwell 
stepped in between them. 
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** You were saying?" he asked quietly. 

**0h, yes," answered his friend, turning his 
back on the foe, *'I was telling you about the 
Senyorita Padez. There isn't much more to 
tell; you've seen her, and she speaks for her- 
self. The young fellow we saw with her is her 
second cousin, Ramiro Zorilla." 

By this time the soldier was ashamed of his 
fit of anger, and he surprised his companions by 
asking Belsham a question, a proceeding which 
with him was equivalent to an apology. "You 
haven't told us the lady's name, Mr. Belsham," 
he said interrogatively. 

Belsham never bore offense for more than a 
minute at a time. He smiled to Armin his ac- 
ceptance of the apology. '*It's Petronila," he 
said genially — ** pretty, isn't it? — so much bet- 
ter than the names they afflict us with in Amer- 
ica. Most names are misfits, but hers isn't; 
it's long and so is she; it's stately and so is she. 
— Gracious I If that's a sample of the native 
music I can't say that I like it." 

While he was speaking some one within the 
c hurch had raised a quavering voice in a rude 
and chant-like hymn, which, taken up by 
many more, rolled in unmusical volume through 
the open door. The people sang in the native 
tongue an air as old as their race. The men 
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bad chanted it afar in the fields and on the 
mountains; the women had hummed it at their 
work; and now they joined in it on God's day 
in sincere though inharmonious praise of Him. 
He had established their fathers in this land of 
peace and plenty, giving liberty unto them as 
His most gracious gift, and they themselves 
lived to enjoy it — blessed forever be His name I 
Then, though the theme remained the same, the 
air changed, and a woman's voice took it up, 
and, swelling above all the rest, turned it into a 
song of triumph. At the first sound of this 
voice, a clear and pure soprano, which, pitched 
a full octave above the others, rose easily to the 
high notes, Belsham, who was an accompUshed 
amateur of music, started in surprise; and as 
the unseen singer continued he moved nearer to 
the church and clasped his hands together in 
ecstacy. 

"What a voice!" he murmured. **Whata 
voice!" 

She sang the simple air purely, as became one 
whose thoughts and life were maidenly pure, 
and, untaught except by Mother Nature, she 
sang it with an utter absence of affectation such 
as none of the great singers whom he had heard 
had ever exhibited. If he marveled the people 
marveled more. Never had they listened to 
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such a song, for she who sang it had been bom 
into a new world, and with her :second birth a 
new voice seemed to have been given to her. 
As the heavens are higher than the earth, by so 
much are the untutored efforts of purity and 
love and youth higher than the methods of 
art. 

The song finished, the spell of the voice re- 
mained. Belsham was vehement in his praise; 
the others were silent. Ottiwell was wonder- 
ing whether Petronila could sing, and Armin, 
who had openly and without shame wiped his 
eyes, was thinking of an English orchard with 
the trees in bloom, and of a white young arm 
that had reached up and shaken down a bath of 
blossoms on his head so many, so many years 
before! After a time the droning voice of the 
priest was silent and the people were dismissed, 
but none left the church until the Syndic and 
his daughter had done so, after which it was 
rapidly emptied. 

Jaime Padez, Syndic of Andorra, fiUing'^an 
oflBce that by custom though not by law had de- 
scended in his family from father to son during 
many generations, was in his sixtieth year; a 
dark, proud man whose only passions were his 
daughter and the religious observance of his 
country's laws. He wore the never-varying 



Digitized by 



Google 



46 THE KING OF ANDORRA, 

costume of a member of the Grand Council — 
gray knee-breeches, sky-blue stockings, shoes 
with silver buckles, a scarlet cap, and a red 
scarf about his waist, and over all the emblem 
of his authority, a magnificent crimson mantle 
of closely woven cloth. He stopped to exchange 
a few words with some of the caps or older men, 
and presently, noticing the strangers, bade 
Petronila with a gesture to remain where she 
was, and came over to them. 

"Am I mistaken in thinking that I have the 
honor to address the Senyor Jaime Padez, 
Syndic of Andorra?'* asked Armin, with French 
politeness and Catalan gutturalness, in the lat- 
ter tongue. 

The Syndic bowed without replying. 

**He's taking our measure,'* said Belsham in 
an aside to his friend. 

** We are three travelers from America, who 
desire permission to reside in your country for 
a time." 

"To admire the beauties of it, natural and 
otherwise," said Belsham unblushingly, look- 
ing at Petronila. But she had no eyes for any 
one except OttiwelL 

The Syndic turned an interested glance upon 
the speaker. "What is it your friend would 
say?" he asked Armin politely. 
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The [soldier stammered and was at his wit's 
end to know how to reply. 

"For Heaven's sake, Mr. Ottiwell," he 
snapped, **keep him quiet! The cavalier was 
expressing his pleasure at meeting you," he an- 
swered. 

Jaime bowed gravely to Belsham, who bent 
himseK almost to the ground in recognition of 
the courtesy. 

**You are welcome, cavaliers,'* said the 
Syndic graciously. "Every house in my coun- 
try has a wine- jar for its guests; enter, there- 
fore, and be at home with us." 

"He's a prince, isn't he?" said Belsham to 
the soldier. 

"My own house is not what the son of my 
father <x)uld wish, but I shall be your debtor if 
you will become my guests for the midday 
meal." 

"'Gad, he's a king!" said Belsham. 

"Petronila!" called the Syndic, when Armin 
had accepted the invitation. 

"He's an emperor!'' 

"My daughter, cavaliers — the Deny a Petro- 
nila," said Jaime. 

She came forward slowly, masking her agita- 
tion, as only a woman can, Jbeneath a grave 
composure that gave the last needed touch of 
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dignity to a countenance that otherwise bad 
been merely beautiful; andif her wear — ^a tight- 
fitting bodice and short skirt of plain black 
cloth, the common costume of the women of the 
country — added nothing to her appearance, yet 
— and her sisters in the greater world would do 
well to take the lesson to heart — it detracted 
nothing from it. A heavy gold cliain worn 
around her neck was her only ornament. 
Armin and Belsham contented themselves with 
bowing, but Ottiwell could not resist his incli- 
nation to take her hand. She sighed sweetly, 
her eyes fell, then she raised them again and 
studied him as seriously as if performing some 
religious act. Her face was one burning blush, 
and her bosom rose and fell with her quickened 
breathing. 

"As my father says, say I: Welcome, caval- 
iers." 

It was the voice of the song! — the voice that 
thenceforth must make the music of all his days. 
He bent low over her brown hand; if he had 
dared he would have bent lower and pressed his 
lips upon it. 

'*I thank you," he said haltingly, drawing 
on the small stock of Catalan that he had ac- 
quired from Armin. "I am — sorry-*-! do npt 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF ANDORRA, 49 

— speak your — language better; but — I will — 
leam." 

''I will teach you," she replied with grave 
approval. 

She had already taught him more than he 
could ever forget. 
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CHAPTEil v., 

EVEN LOVE MUST BAT. 

A STEP sounded on the gravel of the path, a 
shadow fell near them, and a smooth voice said 
in Catalan : 

**Will you make me known to the stranger, 
my daughter?" 

Ottiwell grudgingly relinquished Petronila's 
hand and turned to meet the newcomer. It 
was a priest, in shovel-hat and cassock; a 
shrewd-looking, rosy-faced little man well past 
middle age, whose eyes twinHed upon the girl 
with watery affection. She moved near to him 
and laid her hand pleadingly on his shoulder, 
as if to solicit his liking for the American. 

"This is the vicar of our parish, Pare Andres, ' ' 
said she. **And this cavalier," she continued, 
'* comes from a far country, and is called the 
Senyor Francees." 

**You know my name?" he asked in English, 
forgetting in his surprise to acknowledge the 
priest's greeting. 

His expression faithfully conveyed his mean- 
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ing. Her eyes studied the gravel at her feet 
and she blushed more vividly than before. 
**The innkeeper's daughter told me, ''she finally 
answered ; and his heart sang a Te Deum. She 
had remembered him and sought to learn his 
name! He wished the priest any where in the 
world rather than there, but the latter was just 
then pouring out a flood of words to express his 
pleasure at the meeting. When he had finished 
Ottiwell shook his head. 

"JLft/ Francesf^ asked Pare Andres, in 
Spanish. 

"iVb, sefLor; Americano.^^ 

*^8oy CastellanOy^^ returned the priest, with a 
gesture of intense self-satisfaction. ** Pardon, 
caballero, I go; there are others to meet." 

And he left tiiem for the Syndic, by whom he 
was presented to Armin and Belsham, when, 
finding that the former spoke both Spanish and 
Catalan, he overwhelmed him with compli- 
ments. 

** Happy," said Petronila, aiding Otti well's 
understanding of her words by pointing toward 
the [priest. **The Pare is good, so good, and 
he misses his own country so much. But see, 
cavalier : my father and your friends are going. ' ' 

Distances in Andorra were not great, since 
the entire population of the town was little more 
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than eight hundred; and Ottiwell had not fin- 
ished joining a few of the simpler words of the 
strange tongue into a laborious compliment to 
his companicn when they reached the Syndic's 
dwelling, which stood almost opposite to the 
House of Government. It had been erected in 
the lifetime of its owner, and although of 
severely plain construction rose to the height of 
three stories above the ill-paved street. The 
roof was of slate, the windows were few but 
large, and above the broad entrance a small 
balcony was supported by iron brackets of rude 
native workmanship. Compared with the other 
buildings of the capital, the house was a 
palace; to Ottiwell it was a temple, for jwas it 
not her home? Was not one of its rooms — 
that, perhaps, which opened upon the balcony 
— the shrine that hid her maidenly perfections 
from the world? 

The Syndic threw open the door and invited 
his guests to enter. 

"Peace be upon all who are in this house," 
said the priest, repeating the beautiful formula 
with simple faith. The next moment he was 
telling Armin, with a sputter of words and an 
excess of gesticulation, of a cockfight he had 
seen in his youth. **Such gallantry, cavalier! 
They fought like the — they fought an hour 
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and pierced each other*s brains and died at the 
same instant. Ah, it was beautiful! — ^beauti- 
ful ! One sees such things nowhere except in 
Spain." 

The room they entered, after going through a 
long passage from which a stair rose to the 
upper stories, was of great size, running from 
one side of the house to the other, and lighted 
by two windows at either end. The floor was 
of dark and smoothly polished wood, and a 
heavy wainscoting reached halfway to the 
lofty ceiling, which was paneled in the same 
material. In the deep fireplace, built of rough 
stones, a small fire was smouldering; the walls 
were covered with gaudy prints of the saints 
and trophies of the hunt; and on one side of the 
room was a magnificent stand of arms of an- 
cient pattern, including a number of fowling- 
pieces that dated back to the middle of the 
eighteenth century. The furniture was rudely 
made, heavy, and innocent of upholstering. 
, Two of the huge chairs, placed as far apart as 
the length of the apartment permitted, were 
already occupied, and from them rose a man 
and a woman, who paused when they saw the 
strangers. 

The priest hurried to the front with the im- 
portant air of a master of ceremonies. 



Digitized by 



Google 



54 THE Kma OF ANDORRA, 

** Three cavaliers from America, with names 
that a poor priest camiot be expected to pro- 
nounce," he said, indicating the visitors with a 
wave of his right hand. **The Senyor Coimt 
De Sallet, and his amiable sister, the Senyora 
De Sainte Velay," he continued, with a gesture 
of his left. Then he looked wistfully at Petro- . 
nila. **It is a hot day, my daughter, and the 
way hither was longer than my sermon. A 
glass of water, or — or something — would be 
refreshing." 

Jaime's laugh, like everything else about 
him, was large and solemn; he took the hint, 
and, going to a door that opened into the 
kitchen, called to a servant to bring wine. The 
priest raised the huge bottle far above his head 
and let the red stream fall into his mouth with- 
out the loss of a drop. A sigh of satisfaction 
escaped him when he had finished, and he 
rolled his eyes piously upward. 

**It is the best of the gifts of God !" he mur- 
mured. 

Much against his desire Ottiwell felt com- 
pelled to leave Petronila and go over to Madame 
De Sainte Velay. She met him with extended 
hand. 

"Do I look like the amiable person the Pare 
mentioned, Mr. Ottiwell?" she asked laugh- 
ingly. 
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"What! Do you speak English?" he ex- 
claimed. 

She hit her tongue and struck one of her 
hands against the other. 

**I call myself half -English," she answered, 
with an air of vexation. "I went to school in 
England, and I am always glad to have an op- 
portunity to speak the language of my girlhood. 
Besides that, my husband, who is — who is 
dead, traveled there with me." And her un- 
handsome lips, the only defect in an otherwise 
perfect face, closed firmly. **You are not as 
inquisitive as I am, Mr. Ottiwell," she went on 
presently, drawing his wandering attention 
back to her by slightly raising her voice, "or 
you would ask how I learned your name. We 
lodge at the same inn, and I inquired of the inn- 
keeper. The arrival of an Amerieajx in Andorra 
is an event to be recorded in the national annals. 
It is a good place for rest, and that is why my 
brother and I are here — to recover from the 
exhaustion of a hard season." 

"And I came here for excitement I" 

"Then you will have to create it," she 
laughed. _ ^^ 

"Ottiwell," said Belsham, coming up to 
them, "don't monopolize Madame De Sainte 
Velay to the exclusion of your friends. Permit 
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me, madame, to introduce myself a little more 
in detail than our thirsty friend, the Pare, has 
done. Name, Robert Belsham ; residence. New 
York; occupation, none — and I don't want any; 
object in life, to be quiet.'' 

"Your friend says he came here for excite- 
ment," she responded. With a bow to her 
Ottiwell had already left them for Petronila. 
The woman's glance followed Belsham's, and 
they looked at each other and laughed. 

"You think be is in a way to have his wish 
gratified?" she asked, raising her blond brows. 
"Very likely, for there is another Richmond in 
the field. She has a cousin." 

"Ramiro?" 

"Yes." 

"Well?" 

"It will be ill with any one who comes be- 
tween them, if I read his character rightly." 

"lam something of a character-reader my- 
self . Now, you think my friend is caught, and 
certainly I never saw him so interested in a 
woman before. But I think there are three 
Richmonds in the field." 

Her eyes hid themselves for an instant as if 
the light hurt them. "My— brother?" she 
asked, with the accompaniment of a faint smile. 

"Well, yes," he answered, coloring vividly. 
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"Though I have no right to say so to a lady I 
met ten minutes ago for the first time. You 
must pardon me, I spoke on the impulse of the 
moment; it is my chief fault.'* 

**And your chief charm, don't you think?" 
she inquired smartly. *'You are certainly a 
person of unusual perception, Mr. Belsham, for 
you have guessed a secret that he did not dis- 
close to me until yesterday." 

"And very naturally you are anxious that he 
shall have his heart's desiie?" he ventured to 
ask. 

"Yes," she answered, prolonging the last 
letter of the word until it sounded like a hiss. 
"His happiness is my chief concern. We are 
more to each other than most brothers and sis- 
ters," she went on sweetly, yet with her face 
paling at some unpleasant recollection. "But 
so much about us must be tiresome — tell me of 
yourself; are you to stay here long?" 

"As long as Ottiwell likes; he is commander 
in-chief — perhaps a month or more." 

"You must tell the count; he will be so 
pleased." 

Just then the priest bustled rosily over to 
them. "Dinner, senyora. And may I escort 
you to the table? The Church before the laity. ' ' 

"Three himdred years ago you would have 
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been escorting me to a heap of sticks to bum 
me for heresy.'* 

"Now, senyora — no controversy. If all here- 
tics had been like you my ancestors would have 
embraced heresy." 

*'You are gallant, Pare," she said, with a 
mocking courtesy. 

"I was a man before I became a priest. Oh, 
I could tell you tales I — ^but I must not. Such 
things are vanities. All is vanity — except a 
good dinner to a hungry man." 

**Come, then, I won't keep you waiting." 
She touched the sleeve of his cassock with the 
tips of her fingers and moved away with him, 
laughing to Belsham over her shoulder, and he 
followed, also laughing. 

A table had been set on the opposite side of 
the room, and at the Syndic's invitation the 
party seated themselves, De Sallet, by a clever 
maneuver, securing the place beside Petronila, 
who had Belsham at her right, while Ottiwell 
was forced to content himself with a seat across 
the table from them, next to Madame De Sainte 
Velay. Andres, the priest, recited in fervent 
tones a long Latin prayer, while Andres the 
man kept rebelliously glancing down at the 
table, but was held in subjection until the 
prayer had rolled its slow length to a sonorous 
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"Amenl'' when both of these characters were 
merged in the part of trencherman, which he 
played with audible success until his hunger 
was satisfied. But there was no satisfying his 
thirst. Again and again he held the great bot- 
tle of wine over his head and the generous 
stream fell into his ready mouth, to be cut off 
at his pleasure as neatly as a cord is snipped 
with a pair of scissors. Belsham was imable to 
restrain his admiration. 

**He's a human tun,'* he murmured wonder- 
ingly to his neighbor. 

She did not hear him; indeed, she heard little 
that was said by any one. Her speech with De 
Sallet was in monosyllables, and Ottiwell's igno- 
rance of Catalan was a barrier to converse with 
him; but words were not needed. The blush; 
the speaking eye, lowered in quick confusion at 
a glance from its mated orb; the sighs in which 
love spells its first halting sentences — ^are not 
these a sufficient language when two beings are 
on the ascending slope of youth, and the glory 
of the sun is outside, and peace is within, and 
the distant river in a rustling treble whispers 
of its love for the sea? 

One of the peculiarities of the sweet disease 
from which these two were suffering is that 
while those who are affected by it are blind to 
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the fact that their gtate is the same, it is only 
too apparent to every one else; so that while 
Ottiwell wondered, in the excess of modesty 
that is the unfailing hall-mark of a lover (and 
he is none who is without it), whether he could 
ever hope to win this queen of women, and she 
abased herself in mental worship of this god 
with the yellow hair, none of the others who 
gave the least thought to the conduct of the two 
failed to see the drift of things. Armin did 
not see it, for the very good reason that, like 
the priest, he abandoned himself to the enjoy- 
ment of his dinner, and the Syndic was too 
busily engaged in performing his duty as host 
to notice what went on around him ; but the 
other woman saw, and so did the man who sat 
across from her and suffered through the meal 
that he thought would never end. His powers 
of fascination had never failed before, and he 
strove with all of the will of a selfish man to 
retain Petronila's wandering attention. But he 
was overmatched ; his lip-language was wasted 
and his personal charm lost on her. It needed 
only the information that his rival's friend im- 
parted to him as the meal neared its end to fill 
the cup of his rage to overflowing. 

**Is the hunting good?" asked Belsham, still 
watching the priest. 
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"Yes," answered De Sallet crossly. 

"I'll pay you for your rudeness," thought the 
other. He waited a moment and said : 

"Pm glad of that, for we have come for a 
long stay." 

"You can kill all of the big game you want 
in a week," returned De Sallet, with a smile of 
sickly cast. 

"I suppose you or any other real himter 
could," said Belsham; "but," he added, sink- 
ing his voice confidentially, "Ottiwell isn't a 
very good shot, and he has promised some of 
his feminine friends in New York to bring each 
of them the skin of a bear that he has killed — 
twelve in all," he concluded, after a pause. 

Like most insincere people De Sallet was quick 
to suspect others of insincerity. He looked 
at Belsham sharply, but there was not the 
faintest trace of a smile in the American's eyes. 
Then Madame De Sainte Velay, who had been 
listening to the colloquy with a malicious en- 
joyment of which only a woman is capable, 
took occasion to plant another barb in her former 
lover, which she directed at him feathered with 
the sweetest smile in her quiver. 

"Would it be wrong for me to join your next 
hunt, brother?" she asked artlessly. 

"You can't very well, if you leave to-mor- 
row," he answered with suspicious haste. 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 THE KING OF ANDORRA. 

"Oh, I've changed my mind. Didn't I teli 
you?" 

His jaw dropped. 

"Changed your mind?" he repeated vacantly. 
"But I have engaged a guide." 

"I will pay him as if I went," she answered 
amiably. 

There was that in her eye which forbade fur- 
ther protestations on his part, and he was silent; 
but the shaft had gone home and quivered in 
its wound. For the first time in his life he 
began to realize what it is to be helpless. They 
were his enemies, all: the priest and Belsham, 
fools of greater and lesser magnitude, the 
Syndic, this woman, and his rival — all except 
Petronila ; and she was the unattainable. Well, 
if love could not be his, there remained ambi- 
tion; and woe betide those who blocked his 
path! 

When the man in the priest had eaten to re- 
pletion the cleric awoke and said another 
prayer, and the two in one rose with the others 
from the table. Belsham watched his new 
friend with anticipations of misfortune, but 
Andres was the soberest man in the party, 
and by no means the least discerning. The 
Syndic's guests had gone and Petronila stood in 
the open doorway lost in a maze of delicious 
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doubts and fears, when he came up behind her 
and touched her gently on the arm. 

"My daughter, ''he said kindly, "the stranger 
with the yellow hair is good to look at, but the 
Andorran maids must not look too often at him. 
His home is far away, over the great waters, 
and in time he will return there; but your place 
is here with your father and with us who know 
and love you. You are a Catholic, too, and the 
stranger is a heretic — pleasant and good, no 
doubt, but still, a heretic. And there is a lad 
in the valley as good and as good to look at as 
the other, and a Catholic besides." 

He stood on tiptoe to lay his hands caress- 
ingly on the shining blue-black hair and went 
on his way, feeling that he had spoken words 
that the girl would heed. For every one he 
met he had some expression of his good-will; 
for the children pattings on the head, and for 
most of their elders kindly admonitions and 
helpful counsel. He was fat and walked with 
a waddle; his face was reddened with wine and 
excess of good living; he was entirely satisfied 
with himself and dogmatically certain that his 
were the only opinions that would stand the test 
of truth; but he was a gentle figure, the more 
useful that, being very human in his weak- 
nesses, he was the better able to direct the lives 
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of others. There are many such in his Church ; 
without them it could not be. 

But with all of his worldly wisdom he could 
not fathom that misty, shallow-profound sea, 
the heart of woman. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE KING-MAKERS. 

Early Sunday morning, after a sleepless 
night, Ramiro took his gun and went up into 
the mountains, where he spent the day in wan- 
dering about without thought either of hunting 
or of fatigue. The sim had sunk behind the 
heights above him before he turned his back on 
them and began his slow descent, and the valley 
lay in murmurous darkness when he reached 
the path that led along the western bank of the 
river toward the capital. A little way south of 
the bridge that leaped across the Valira he 
stopped and whistled. A man rose from beside 
the path and the Andorran called cautiously : 

**I8 that you, Don Hector?" 

"Yes," answered a low-pitched voice. 

** And the others?" 

"They are at the rock." 

As the two men came nearer De Sallet said 
peevishly: 

"You are late/' 
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"Ah," answered the Andorran, shrugging 
his shoulders — a habit that he had uncon- 
sciously acquired from his companion — "what 
do a few minutes matter?'* 

"They would matter much if you should 
happen a month from now to be as slow in act- 
ing as you are late in coming." 

"Enough!" said Ramiro sharply. "I am 
not in the mood to listen to complaints. I am 
here; let us to work." 

"But " 

"I said, enough! Shall we go on without 
you, or do you still intend to act with us?" He 
spoke with his arm half -raised, but his anger 
died as quickly as it had been born. "We are 
both wrong," he said the next instant in a 
milder tone. * * The others are waiting, you say ; 
very well, let us not keep them waiting." 

Eemembering what he had at stake, De 
Sallet controlled himself. "You are right," he 
said, with well simulated good humor; "it 
would be foolish for us to quarrel — ^now," he 
added to himself. "But wait, monsieur — wait 
until you have plucked the rose for me I" 

Bamiro had already started up the hillside 
and the Frenchman followed, cursing the path, 
which was so steep that it was only by clinging 
to the rocks and clumps of box that grew beside 
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it that they were able to make their way up- 
ward. Fortunately for the clothing and hands 
of both the ascent was not long. It ended at 
the base of a great rock that rose between them 
and the sky and barred their progress; and the 
place was already occupied, for, as the two flung 
themselves down to rest, the head of a man ap- 
peared and the barrel of a musket was thrust 
past the jutting comer of the rock. 

"It's all right, Laurentio," called the watcher 
in a hoarse voice to some one behind him; "it's 
Ramiro and the Frenchman." 

He came from his shelter and rested his 
musket against the rock, and at once another 
man followed, limping painfully as if crippled, 
and sat down near De Sallet, 

"Talk low," said the last comer. "It's a 
still night and some one may pass beneath." 

"Yes, and be quick," growled the man who 
was standing, "for I have two hours' walk 
ahead of me after we're through." 

"And the wife locks the door when you stay 
out too late — is that it, Juan?" asked De Sallet, 
laughing. 

"That's the truth," answered Juan sulkily. 
"I see you're married." 

"I!" exclaimed De SalJet. "Heaven for- 
bid!" 
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** Don't talk so loud," broke in Bamiro, catch- 
ing at the other's sleeva "There I Don't you 
hear something?" 

They listened intently, but the only sounds 
that came to their ears were the noises of the 
night. * * It 's your imagination, ' ' said De Sallet. 

"Something rusfcled," answered Bamiro, with 
conviction. "Wait." He took his gun as he 
spoke and went a little way down the path, re- 
turning soon to search on either side of the rock. 
"Perhaps I was mistaken," he said, coming 
back to them and sitting down once more. 

"Well, you sent for us," said Juan discon- 
tentedly; "what do you want?" 

"Draw nearer," replied Ramiro. "It will 
be soon," he whispered. 

"Ay, that's what you've been telling us for 
months," was the surly response. "The men 
are tired of waiting, and I have half a mind to 
drop the whole thing." 

"But they must wait a little longer," said De 
Sallet smoothly. "Be reasonable, Juan. We 
must have an excuse for bringing so many men 
together, or the council will suspect. Now, 
what is there next month?" 

"Ah, I see," said Laurentio. 

"It's more than I do," grumbled Juan. 

"Why, what happens in July every year?" 
asked Ramiro impatiently. 
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"The council meets, of course.'* 

"Yes, and the army assembles for the annual 
review; and there's our excuse." 

"Well, it's a good one," admitted the fault- 
finder. 

"Of course it is," said De Sallet. "The 
whole thing is as simple as anybody could wish. 
The army will be drawn up outside of the 
House of Government; I propose to build a 
gaming-house; the council refuses; when one 
of us goes to the window and gives the word 
twenty picked men rush up the stairs and cover 
the members of the council with their muskets; 
outside ours are three to one; they disarm the 
others — and the thing is done." 

"And well done," said Juan warmly. 
"You're the brains of the plot, and we did a 
wise thing when we let you into it. But how 
are we going to know who is with us? The 
men haven't all met together." 

"Why, easily enough," smiled the French- 
man. "Every member of the Liberty League 
is to wear a piece of white cloth on the front of 
his cap." 

"That's good." 

"Perfectly simple." 

"Well, now that you've settled that," growled 
Juan, "let's come down to the most important 
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thing of all. We overthrow the government 
and set up one of our own ; that's understood." 

**Yes." 

**How are we going to divide?" 

"WTiat?" 

"What are we going to get?" 

"Freedom and just laws," said the cripple, 
with enthusiasm. 

"Oh, cornel Of course; but they're for the 
people. Those who take the biggest chances 
must get something besides. My neck is worth 
as much to me as any man's is to him, and I 
don't propose to risk for nothing having to tie it 
together. I'm going to have one-tenth of the 
silver that comes out of the mines. Let each 
of us take what he wants, and the balance 
belongs to the people." 

"Upon my soul," thought De Sallet, "this 
boor understands the art of politics as well as 
the wisest," and, thinking of certain experi- 
ences in his own life, he laughed aloud. 

"What do you want, Laurentio?" 

"Nothing for myself," said the cripple sim- 
ply; "but for my country — everything! Not 
one in a hundred of the men can read, not one 
in five hundred of the women. I want them to 
be educated. I want them to have equal op- 
portunities to make something of their lives, 
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and for that I would give my own. But noth- 
ing can be done for the ignorant." 

** That's a good enough speech," said Juan 
in surly admiration. **I suppose you learned 
all that when you were down at Barcelona. 
But we are not here to make speeches; we are 
here to make a king. Who shall it be?" 

**The people must say," answered Laurentio. 

**]S"othing of the sort," replied Juan. "They 
say now who shall be members of the council ; 
that means we have twenty-four kings instead 
of one. We are doing this for their good, and 
they will take whatever we give them. I am 
satisfied with one-tenth of the silver, though I 
ought to have more, and by your own say-so 
you're out of it; that leaves only Eamiro." 

De Sallet touched Eamiro on the arm and the 
latter nodded understandingly. 

"And the count," he added. 

Laurentio leaned forward as if to speak, but 
changed his intention and said nothing. 

"He's not one of us," objected Juan. 

"He is one of us so far as the danger is con- 
cerned, and you have just said that he is the 
brains of the plot. We need such a man, and 
my voice is for him — on one condition." 

De Sallet said something under his breath. 

"What?" asked Juan. 

"I am not ready yet to say." 
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**And what do you want for yourself?" 

"He may put me in command of the army if 
he will; beyond that I want nothing/' 

**Not even part of the forests?" 

** Nothing, I tell you. Andorra has but one 
thing that I would have, and that he cannot 
give me." 

** Something that wears a dress," suggested 
Juan, leering at him through the darkness. 

"That concerns me," answered Eamiro cold- 
ly. * * Come, time is passing ; ho w do you vote?' ' 

"That depends. Look ye, Senyor the Coxmt, 
I am not against you if you play fair; but you 
must swear it." 

"The king's word ought to be enough," said 
De Sallet jauntily. 

"Not if you don't keep your promises better 
than I keep mine," was the frank response. 
"But, break an oath! I should be damned, 
man. Swear like this: *By the God who hears 
me, I swear to treat Juan fairly and give him 
one-tenth of the silver if we succeed ; and may 
Satan take me if I break this oath I ' " 

"You don't provide for anyone else," said 
De Sallet. 

"Why should I? If any one else wants any- 
thing let him ask for it. The Devil takes care 
of those who don't take care of themselves. 
Swear it 1" 
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"I can't.'' 

"You mean you won't," snarled Juan. 

"No, I can't. What would such an oath 
mean to me? I am not a Catholic." 

** You're a heretic, then?" 

"I'm worse than that," laughed De Sallet. 
"I don't believe in either of the two gentlemen 
you mentioned. God? — Devil? — names, Juan, 
merely names! From my standpoint I might 
as will swear by the top of this rock." 

"You shall swear by something," persisted 
Juan. "Your sister — you love her?" 

"Oh, dearly," said De Sallet, with a horrible 
grimace. 

"I heard something then," said Laurentio, 
starting up from the ground. 

"I coughed," said Ramiro in a curiously 
strained voice. 

"Then swear by your love for her," insisted 
Juan. 

The Frenchman could hardly keep from 
laughing, but he did as he was asked. "I 
swear by the love I have for my sister," he said 
gravely — "and the love she bears me — that I 
will keep every promise I have made or may 
make to Juan ; and if I break this oath may my 
sister never love me afterward 1" 

"That's all right," said Juan. "Now we 
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understand each other. Is there anything 
more?*' 

**A little,'' answered Ramiro. "The Coun- 
cil meets on the eleventh. At 10 o'clock the 
army is to march to the House of Government, 
where all of us except you will be in the Coun- 
cil chamber. Laurentio will give the signal 
from the window. You will take your orders 
from him, and when he proposes some one to 
the people for king you must shout so as to 
drown every sound that the others may make. 
And whose name is cried out of the window^ 
the same shall be King of Andorra!" 

"You say 'some one for king,' " said De 
Sallet huskily. "Am I not to be the man?" 

"On one condition, I said." 

"The condition, then," demanded De Sallet. 
"Come, I will agree to it now." 

"I will tell you just before the Council 
meets." 

"No, now!" pleaded De Sallet; but Bamiro 
made no reply except to rise and stretch him- 
self. 

"Go down quietly," he said to Juan; "we 
will follow. But wait : how many men have 
you won over in your parish?" 

"Eighty-one." 

"Good! How many in the three parishes 
given to you, Laurentio?" 
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*'Two hundred and twenty-four." 

'* And I have a hundred and sixty from An- 
dorra and San Julian," concluded Ramiro — 
"how many in all?" 

**Four hundred and sixty-five out of six hun- 
dred," replied De Sallet, after a rapid mental 
calculation. '* Three to one! The others will 
come over, and then who will be ^against us? 
Only the older men past the age of bearing 
arms. It will succeed !" 

He struck his hands together gleefully. 
Even in these days of democracy a king was a 
king. And he would be rich, for all — all should 
be his. And he would rule with the strong 
hand; there should be no governing bodies 
drawn from the people to thwart his plans. 
King of Andorra! How rich the sound of the 
words! Hector I., of Andorra, King by the 
grace of God (he smiled at the thought) and by 
the divine right of the man of brains to raise 
himself above the dull ones of earth ! He would 
expel the Americans and Blanche; if Ramiro 
gave trouble he would be exiled ; and then, ten 
to one that the king would dazzle the Andorran 
girl into loving the man who had failed to win 
her. She should be his queen and flaunt it with 
the greatest; the other rulers of Europe would 
not disdain a monarch whose country, however 
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small, contained mountains of lead and silver; 

she should 

Some one touched him on the shoulder. 
"Come," said Bamiro. **The others have 
gone." 

When Juan and his lame companion had 
reached the junction of the two branches of the 
river, where they must separate, they stood for 
a long time talking in whispers. 

"It may be as you claim," said Laurentio, 
as they were about to:part, "but I wish we had 
chosen a better man." 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

THE CARDS ARB DEALT. 

Andorra was a Happy Valley, untouched by 
war since the day when the fleeing Saracen 
made there his last despairing stand against the 
great Charles' son, le Debonaire^ and suflEered 
a final defeat; and that was a thousand years 
and more before the advent of the three travelers. 

The sun was genial and the shade was cool; 
the wines, though somewhat acid, were pure 
and wholesome; in the mountains were bears, 
boars, and wolves, and except by the game's 
own tooth, paw, and tusk, it was not preserved ; 
in many an eddy the savage trout lurked in 
sulky eagerness to try conclusions with the 
angler; and the people, though taciturn, were 
hospitable and kind and made the strangers 
welcome. Where each found what he sought it 
was not surprising that they sojourned in con- 
tentment till Time had ticked oflE thirty days. 
And from their several points of view the 
month had been well spent. The one passion 
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that Armin's disencbantments had left bim was 
bunticg, and in this hunter's Paradise he 
tracked his prey and grew almost young again. 
For Belsham the idler there was angling, which 
best suited bis moods, and with the smoke of 
unnumbered cigars filled many a day from 
dawn to dusk. Then, too, there was his stead- 
fast and admiring friend, the priest, who 
laughed at his bad jokes told in doubtful Cata- 
lan, and taught bim more of it that he might 
the more easily communicate bis corrupting 
tales. One was as idle and as kindly as the 
other, and had as warm and generous a heart; 
but if other ties had been wanting they must 
have been devoted friends through their com- 
mon aflEection for Ottiwell. 

If love be lunacy, as the cold and the disap- 
pointed are wont to affirm, would that the world 
might be struck mad ! For when the mind of 
man or maid is the seat of this most sweet mad- 
ness, and longing is almost certainty, the little 
world about is filled with sunshine. Loving 
one, the love-stung youth loves all, is kind and 
amiable to all, and makes most love him in re- 
turn. The page he lingers over in the rarest of 
all books, so soon to be turned down, is flooded 
with a tender light that streams, who can say 
whence? and albeit none but him who reads 
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has sight sublimed to the point of seeing it, 
others, watching his face and life and hopeful- 
ness, give back some part of what he sheds 
around. 

Meeting Petronila almost daily — for in An- 
dorra the utmost freedom was permitted to the 
sexes — and learning of her with almost incredi- 
ble rapidity the only tongue in which she could 
speak to him or he to her, Ottiwell's love soon 
grew to worship. It showed itself in a hundred 
little things done for her people because they 
were her people, and they remembered and 
loved him for them. While Armin hunted and 
Belsham idled away the long summer days, he 
spent many in the homes of Andorra. The 
women liked him because of his handsome face 
and courteous manner, and the young men be- 
cause he was frank and unaffected and shot as 
straight as he talked ; and more than once their 
elders, forgetting the schooled reserve that has 
been characteristic of the Andorrans since they 
first became known to history, spoke to him of 
things that it seemed no fault to tell to one as 
grave and quiet and wise in counsel as them- 
selves. 

So it happened, and quickly, that there was 
not a house in the valley where the people had 
Bpt heard of the yoimg stranger with the yellow 
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hair. He had begged this girl to accept a coin 
for a glass of milk, and on that one he had 
smiled brightly as he passed her on the path. 
Meeting a smuggler whom Spanish soldiers, in 
violation of strict right, were pursuing on the 
Andorran side of the frontier, near San Julian, 
and who was nearly dead from fright, he had 
lent the Andorran his horse, and after the latter 
had escaped, had laughed at the pursuers so 
heartily and scolded them so soundly for violat- 
ing the frontier, that he had put all three of 
them to flight; and the whole country laughed 
with him. And had he not sent a man all of 
the way to Manresa, to buy and bring back a 
beautiful new altar cloth, merely because he 
had heard Andres lamenting that the only one 
the church possessed was old and worn and 
yellow? He was not a believer, which the peo- 
ple said, and Andres with them, was a pity; 
but he would surely repent of his unbelief be- 
fore he entered the after- world, and he was cer- 
tainly entitled to the best of the things of this. 

Ramiro and De Sallet — when these two have 
been named, the list of his enemies is complete; 
and he needed the liking of many to balance 
their hatred. After Petronila's refusal to con- 
sider him as a suitor, Ramiro had forborne to 
press her further, though still vagugl}^ hoping, 
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as those must who love truly, that something 
would happen to cause her to look more kindly 
on him. With a wisdom that few of his age 
and temperament could have been expected to 
exhibit, he strove by easy stages to steal into 
her heart under the cover of friendship, aid if 
it had been empty he would certainly have 
come in the end to occupy it as against the 
world. 

The arrival of Ottiw.ell, which had made her 
a woman, had none the less made the Andorran 
a man, and with a man's wit he matched him- 
self against his rival — against his rivals, for 
within that term he included De Sallet — ^and 
disputed with them every inch of the ground. 
To both of them he was coldly courteous, and 
neither suspected how fiercely he hated them in 
his secret soul; yet there were times when he 
dropped his mask and shuddered at the revela- 
tion of self that his simple code of morals pro- 
nounced unworthy of a Christian. 

Against all thoughts of wrong-doing the 
mountains were his defense, and they caught 
him up into the valleys bosomed between their 
snow-streaked heights and held him at times 
for days, till, having wrestled with his evil in- 
clinations, he had come oflf victor. Yet why 
should he not hope? he continually asked him- 
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self. The girl was his by law and her father's 
will; De Sallet would soon come to a turning 
in the path that he trod with such eager feet, 
where he must choose between his love and his 
ambition, and with such a man the issue was 
not doubtful; in time the other strangers would 
depart, and then, when the feeling that Petro- 
nila might have had for either of his rivals had 
died away into a painless regret, he, Eamiro, 
who. had loved her always, would speak again 
to ears that heard with willingness. Patience, 
then. A maid worth the winning was worth 
the wooing, and wooed as he would woo her, it 
would be strange if he could not win her. 

Of the girl's three suitors the least loving, 
and in an equal degree the least worthy, was 
the Frenchman. It is nearly always diflBcult 
to classify men by any hard-and-fast rule; to 
say of one that he is good and to label him ac- 
cordingly, and of another that he is bad and as 
such to damn him with dispraise ; for, as morals 
are relative, men must be judged by varying 
standards; but there are those who, judged by 
any standard, must unhesitatingly be pro- 
noxmced unworthy. Let theologians say what 
they will, the root of all evil is selfishness, from 
which in its grosser forms proceed all of the 
other vices; and if a Bunyan bad been asked to 
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name De Sallet he would have called him Sel- 
fishness. A hundred times a day he swore to 
himself that he loved Petronila; as until a few 
months back he had protested he loved Blanche; 
as in the years that were past he had vowed 
that he loved many other women; but in every 
instance he had loved, as he loved now — ^De 
Sallet. In the Bible of such men as he — which is 
the Book of Self — the whole of the Beatitudes 
may be summed up thus : "Blessed are they who 
woo, for in winning they find satiety. ' ' Twenty 
times he had read those words, and if he could 
have had his newest desire he would have 
opened the book at the same page and read 
them over, and the end would have been the 
same. 

He had been a year in tiring of Blanche, for 
she had occupied a high position in English 
society, was rich, had been held unconquerable, 
and knew the alphabet of charm from its first 
to its last letter; but if the Andorran girl had 
been his, in all of her innocence and simplicity, 
he would have turned from her in half the time. 
Now, however, he burned for her as fiercely as 
if he had been the best and most sincere of men. 
It was agony to watch her with Ottiwell; the 
thought that Ramiro might possess her was 
maddening. She should be his own, or if not, 
she should be no man's in the world. 
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And Petronila? She loved and waited for 
Ottiwell to speak. 

And Madame De Sainte Velay? K her 
former lover, in the nomenclature of parable, 
were Selfishness, she might well have been 
called Madame Revenge, for to defeat his hopes 
had become the limit of her life. Although she 
had no positive knowledge on the subject her 
intuitions convinced her that he was plotting 
with Ramiro, and that the plot was aimed at 
the existing government. She was resolved 
that it should fail, and fail through her — ^how, 
she did not know, for to denounce him or to 
reveal his plot to the Americans and to enlist 
their assistance meant the discovery of her 
secret; he had only to speak, and the whole 
shameful truth would be known. So she 
trusted to time and accident, feeling that if she 
would wait and think and strive and hate, ven- 
geance would be hers. 

The exigencies of their position compelled De 
Sallet to be outwardly polite to her, but when- 
ever they were alone, which was not often, 
they quarreled. To him she was only a help- 
less woman, to be abused without fear of being 
called to account for his conduct; but it was 
the part of unwisdom to despise her. While it 
was perhaps good tactics to endeavor by num- 
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berless verbal cruelties to drive her out of An- 
dorra, and was without doubt prudent to secure 
his door at night, so that she could not steal 
into his room and bury a knife in his false 
heart, he forgot that there are two things fem- 
inine that, combined, go far toward determin- 
ing all of the problems of our lives — Woman, 
and her sister. Chance. These two against the 
world I 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

CHANCE LEADS. 

It was Chance that turned De Sallet's 
thoughts on the tenth of July to the brandy 
bottle. He was too shrewd a gambler, when 
playing for such stakes as were now thrown on 
the table, not to recognize the need of a clear 
head and unshattered nerves; and from the 
time when the conspirators had engaged that he 
should be king he had abstained not only from 
the beverage that he loved best, but even from 
the wines of the country. 

That day, however, he ate too heartily at 
dinner, and after the meal he drank a small 
glassful of brandy as an aid to digestion; once 
aroused, his appetite demanded more, and, los- 
ing all restraint, he drank until he had reached 
the stage of sottishness where, although his car- 
riage was painfully erect and his step reason- 
ably certain, his tongue was loosened and his 
prudence by so much lessened. The sun was 
hot, and, feeling languid and stupid, he aban- 
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doned his usual walk in the meadows and sat 
down in the shade of Monte Anclar to sleep off 
the effects of the liquor. 

It was Chance, too, that brought to him the 
woman he hated. Beturning from a ramble on 
the mountain she passed near him, and, being 
by this time awake, he called to her, and she 
paused. They had quarreled as recently as the 
day before, and now they quarreled again. 
His coarse abuse brought her to the point of 
tears, but she was more than a match for him and 
retaliated by taunting him with his ill success 
with Petronila. At this the last spark of rea- 
son deserted him, and he passed the border-line 
of ruffianism. 

"You devil!" he exclaimed, raising his hand 
to strike her. 

But it did not fall. Chance stayed it. 

Down the same path that she had taken the 
three travelers were returning from a bear 
hunt. Belsham, who was in one of his teasing 
humors, had been rallying Armin on his failure 
to kill any game, declaring that the latter had 
frightened it away; and the two kept up a run- 
ning fight, which Ottiwell avoided by going on 
in advance. As he neared the end of the slope 
he heard De Sallet's voice raised in anger, and, 
hurrying on, saw the two a little farther down, 
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the man mad with rage and the woman in tears. 
Neither of them heard or saw him ; he quickened 
his pace, and covering the last few yard) with 
the strides of one who in his time had been the 
first runner of his college, caught De Sallet's 
hand from behind and held it in the]'position in 
which it had been raised. The other struggled 
hard to free himself, but the advantage of posi- 
tion lay with Ottiwell. They stood thus for 
perhaps half a minute; then the American, 
bringing De Sallet's arm down with a jerk that 
caused him to cry out with pain, released it and 
stood aside. 

"If you will return to the town with me, 
madame," he said, **I can asure you that you 
will not be again subjected to insult." 

He ignored De Sallet and looked past him to 
the woman, bowing with as much ease as if he 
were in a drawing room. But the Frenchman 
stepped into the middle of the path, and Otti- 
well could not pass. 

** You shall die for this 1" said De Sallet, with 
the prefix of a Gallic oath. 

" When my time comes,*' responded Ottiwell, 
with assumed gayety, watching the other to 
guard against unexpected attack. And in truth 
De Sallet's appearance was not such as to make 
him a foe to be despised. 
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The woman had dried her eyes, and, trem- 
bling with excitement, watched Ottiwell; he did 
not flinch. 

**Monsieur De Sallet," he went on in the 
Frenchman's own language, **I am willing to 
overlook this outburst on your part, and for 
your oflfense against your sister you must beg 
her pardon; you have wronged her, not me.*' 

De Sallet sober was the embodiment of cau- 
tion. De Sallet, half -drunk as he was now, 
was the incarnation of angry folly. Even yet 
he might have held his tongue and won a king- 
dom, instead of which he let it wag and risked 
his chances of one to gratify his hatred. 

**My sister 1" he cried, with the laugh of a 
madman. "My sister! Where is she? Let 
me see her, let me hold her in my arms. You 
fooll You fool!" he snarled. "Don't you 
see? This woman " 

But she had caught him around the neck» 
while she strove to force her hand over his 
mouth. * * Hector ! Hector !' ' she panted, throw- 
ing herself on him with all of her strength. 
"Don't I Don't ! I'll do anything you ask, I'll 
go away and never trouble you again. Don't 
tell it! Don't tell it!" 

He shook her off with such force that she fell 
to the groimd, where she lay moaning out his 
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name. Her forehead had struck a sharp rock, 
and a thin stream of blood, which she wiped 
away with trembling fingers, started to run 
down into her eyes. Ottiwell sprang at De 
Sallet, but the other stepped backward, holding 
his arms extended to keep the American away, 
and speaking rapidly. 

"You see what she is," said he, hurling each 
of the words at her as if it were a missile. 
"She's not worth your while. You're a gentle- 
man." 

"And you're notl" said Ottiwell, between 
his clinched teeth. 

"And DMiyn't I beat my own?" returned De 
Sallet, determined to humiliate her to the ut- 
most. "She's mine, I tell you; she belongs to 
me as she has for a year; but no church gave 
her to me, for she's " 

"Stop, monsieur! Your meaning is quite 
plain." He stooped over the shrinking woman 
and drew her to him protectingly. 

"It is not true, it is not true," she sobbed. 

"There is no need to assure me of that, 
madame. If what I have heard were true, no 
creature who is half a man would tell it." 

Then he looked fixedly at the Frenchman. 

"Sir," he said coldly, "the most charitable 
construction that can be placed on your conduct 
is that you are either drunk or a liar." 
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An evil light flamed in De Sallet's eyes, but 
he had regained his self -control. 

"Unpleasant words, monsieur, which can be 
answered in but one way. I think you will 
fight me,'' he said meaningly. 

**Tou are proposing a duel?" asked Ottiwell, 
starting back. The woman's heart sank within 
her. 

**Your imderstanding is equaled only by 
your chivalry in defending beauty in distress," 
returned De Sallet, with a sneer. An answer 
was so long in coming that he repeated : 

"I think you will fight me." 

**Yes," said Ottiwell quietly, "I think I 
will" 

"And I do not think you will repeat your 
words." 

"No?" asked Ottiwell, raising his eyebrows. 
"Possibly not. As the challenged party I have 
the choice of weapons, I believe?" 

De Sallet bowed without answering. 

"Swords, then." 

"Now, that is kind of you, monsieur. I do 
not like your brutal American firearms; they 
leave such ugly wounds. But a simple sword- 
thrust, though it let out a life, leaves scarcely a 
mark on the skin; it is infinitely neater, more 
artistic— what do you call it?— ah, yes, sesthe- 
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tic. As for the place, let me suggest a pretty 
spot north of the town where two dead trees 
stand in a sandpit.'' 

**I know the place well; it will do." 

**And for the time," suggested De Sallet; 
**10 o'clock " 

**It is already past 10." 

**The day after to-morrow." 

He spoke carelessly, with the nonchalance of 
one certain of triumph and so not eager to for- 
ward the hour; but he was far from uncon- 
cerned. Should he risk his life before he had 
grasped the power he coveted so much? 

** Impossible!" said Ottiwell. 

**You wish it to be later, then?" swaggered 
De Sallet. 

**No, monsieur, earlier. We must fight, if 
at all, before the time you suggest." 

"To-day?" asked De Sallet nervously. 

"Within the hour. Consider, monsieur, how 
the wound to your honor must be bleeding. 
Besides, we are brutally prompt in America in 
doing what is to be done, and as the challenged 
party it pleases me to fight either now or not at 
all." 

"Oh, well," said De Sallet, with a shrug of 
his shoulders, "it is your right. Say an hour 
hence, then? I suppose one of your friends will 
attend you?" 
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**I think I hear Mr. Belsham coming now/* 
replied Ottiwell. "Either he or Major Armin 
will act forme." 

"Good! I shall ask Bamiro to second me, 
although it is only a form. You have swords, 
of course?" 

"I will bring a pair to the ground." 

"And I another, so there will be no lack of 
anything; it is perfectly arranged. I go, then, 
to make ready." He dropped a slight bow to 
the American and walked away, turning after 
a few steps to look at the woman. "After your 
new friend, you, madame!" he gritted out, 
with a gesture of hatred. Then he hurried off 
toward Andorra. 

"Say nothing," said Ottiwell, as his friends 
came in sight. "It is not necessary that any 
one should know the cause of my trouble with 
your brother. We ha ve quarreled, that is all." 

He laid his hand wamingly on hers and her 
pulses throbbed with delight at the touch. This 
was a man indeed. 

"Halloo 1" said Belsham, coming up to them. 
"Good-moming, mad — " He noticed [^tbe 
blood on her forehead and looked inquiringly 
at Ottiwell. 

"Madame De Sainte Velay fell and hurt her- 
self, ' ' explained his friend hesitatingly. It was 



Digitized by 



Google 



94 THE KING OF ANDORRA, 

not easy for him to lie, even when a woman's 
reputation was at stake, in which case worldly 
casuists have decided no man may shrink from 
perjury. 

Belsham expressed his regret. 

**It is nothing," she said hastily — "nothing; 
hut perhaps I ought to dress it. You will par- 
don me for going, Mr. Ottiwell; I know you 
must wish to speak to your friends.'* 

She bowed to Armin and walked slowly away 
from them. 

**Mr. Ottiwell," said the soldier in the formal 
mode of speech that he used even with his inti- 
mates, **I hate crowds so much that to avoid 
one to-morrow I have determined to start in an 
hour or so for Urgel to see whether I have any 
letters. Will you go?" 

**I am sorry, major, but I have an engage- 
ment." 

**An engagement in Andorra!" cried Bel- 
sham. 

**Tes, Bob," answered Ottiwell, failing mis- 
erably in his attempt to seem unconcerned — 
"and one that ^must be kept. I am to fight a 
duel," he concluded haltingly. 

"With De Salletl" exclaimed Belsham. 

"How did you know?" asked Ottiwell in sur- 
prise. 
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^ ^ I guessed it ; I saw him leaving you. What 
made you quarrel? Ah I Is tiiere any connec- 
tion between madame's cut forehead and your 
diflference with her brother?" 

"So it has come at last/' said Armin slowly, 
before Ottiwell could frame an equivocating 
answer. 

"What?" inquired Belsham. 

"The quarrel between the mythical brother 
and sister." 

"How much do you know?" queried Otti- 
well, astonished at the soldier's shrewdness. 

"Nothing; but I am like Mr. Belsham — I 
guess. They brother and sister — ^he so dark 
and she so fair — each so unlike the other? I 
have suspected it for a long time, and now I am 
certain. She is " 

"She is a woman," said his friend softly, 
"and once, I suppose, she loved him. Let us 
be gentle with her." 

The soldier bowed his head in recognition of 
the implied reproof, and took Ottiwell's hand. 
His face worked convulsively; tears shone in 
his eyes. * *Tou are a man 1" he said brokenly. 
"I wish I had a son like you." 

"And you quarreled about her?" asked 
Belsham, when he had partially recovered from 
bis surprise. 
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"He struck her." 

"The brute!" 

"And then he told me what she had been to 
him, and I said he lied,*' continued Ottiwell 
simply. 

Armin's grasp tightened before he released 
the other's hand. "You did well," said he. 
"When is it to be?" 

"In about an hour, at the sandpit north of 
the town." 

"It's a good place." 

"That's what De Sallet said," answered Otti- 
well, smiling faintly. "Come, shall we go 
back to the inn? I want to get a pair of 
swords. . . . And there is a letter to write. 
There always is, I suppose, at such a time." 

No one spoke until they had come to the 
town, when Belsham, who had been hanging 
back, quickened his pace t<o overtake his com- 
panions, and asked : 

"What did De Sallet's " 

"Sister," supplied Ottiwell quickly, fearing 
that his friend would use some other word. 

"Ah, yes, I was going to put it that way. 
What did she say when he challenged you?" 

The question implied a vague accusation that 
Ottiwell failed to observe. 

"Nothing," he answered. 
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"And she made no remonstrance against your 
fighting him?" 

**No." 

"Of course she protested that he hadn't told 
the truth?" 

"Of course." 

"And equally of course you said you believed 
her?" 

"Any gentleman would have done so." 

"But she knows that you know better," in- 
sisted Belsham. 

"She must know; her manner was a com- 
plete confession." 

"And this is nineteenth century chivaby!" 
said Belsham disgustedly. 

"There are some things that a man must not 
admit even to himself," declared Armin, com- 
ing to OttiwelPs relief. "Our friend is not the 
first who has fought to preserve a fiction about 
one of the opposite sex." 

"It's carrying veneration of womanhood 
pretty far," returned the disputant. 

"Yet you would do the same," said the 
soldier, looking at him keenly. 

"11" exclaimed Belsham indignantly. "By 
Jove, though, I believe you're right 1" 

When they reached the inn they went up to 
Ottiwell's room, where, after he had set down 
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his rifle and put on a pair of lighter shoes, he 
produced from under the bed a long bundle 
wrapped in cloth, which he began to unroll. 
"I thought when I packed these things that it 
was folly to bring them," he observed some- 
what nervously. 

The bimdle contained two leather cases, from 
one of which he drew out a plainly mounted 
sword. 

*' Two lives," he said sententiously, and, after 
a hasty look at it, he thrust it ringingly back 
into its scabbard. Then he handed the weapons 
to Belsham. **Will you carry these? And 
now I want to ask a favor of you. Go to the 
ground together and leave me here. I'll follow 
in a few minutes, but I have a letter to write, 
which I must ask you in a certain contingency 
to give to Petronila." 

It was the first confession othis love; and he 
made it simply, as was fitting. Death and love 
are the only two facts in this unreal world that 
need not be wreathed round with words to give 
them meaning. 

**You . . . love her, then," said Bel- 
sham, with an effort, looking downward and 
speaking more soberly than was his wont. 

^^If I had a thousand lives they must all be 
hers." 
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Belsham seemed to be counting the cracks in 
the floor. *'I hope you'll win her,*' he said, 
glancing up, **and . . . I think you will." 

He followed Armin to the door, paused there 
a moment, and came back to Ottiwell and took 
his hand. 

"We have always been chums, haven't we?" 
he asked fondly. 

"Always," answered the other, ascribing his 
friend's emotion to anxiety on accoimt of the 
approaching duel. 

"I would do anything for you, old fellow. 
I " 

Then, as if fearing that he would say too 
much, he left off, and, joining Armin in the 
passage, closed the door softly and followed the 
soldier down the stairs. 

"My watch isn't running. How much time 
have we, major?" he inquired when they had 
reached the street. 

"Thirty minutes." 

"So little! But the sun is still three hours 
high. I wonder whose dead face it will look at 
before it goes down. I pray God it nmy not be 
our man's." 

"Amen!" said his companion with deep feel- 
ing. 

They went on silently. One of the inn- 
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keeper's children, a girl of some ten or eleven 
years, who was playing near the open door of 
the House of Government, ran out into the 
street to meet them. 

"Swords !*' she said pertly to Belsham, whose 
favorite she was. '*What will the cavalier do 
with swords?" 

**The cavalier will kill a reptile,'* answered 
Belsham grimly. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SAFE BIND, SAFE FIND. 

And Petrouila heard. She was on the shaded 
balcony of the Syndic's house, and they were so 
near to her that she could not well help hear- 
ing. Her eyes followed them, but her mind 
dwelt on Belsham'a words. 

To kill a reptile — what did he mean? Swords 
were for men to use against men; the American 
jested. But he seemed serious. Was he to 
fight the older man, who was so curt and cold? 
— ^they quarreled at times. No: they walked 
arm-in-arm, and there was no anger in the 
manner of either. Who, then, was to be Bel- 
sham's antagonist? No Andorran, or he would 
have carried a gun or a knife instead of swords. 
It was some one else; the Frenchman, or — 

She caught at the rough iron railing of the 
balcony and closed her hands on it, heedless of 
the injury to them. Could it be the man whose 
life was the core of hers? But he and the other 
were friends. 
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Once more Chance played a card. De Sallet 
left the Zorilla house and came toward her, 
carrying under his left arm a large flat box of 
dark wood. He was heated, his face was 
flushed, he seemed angry. Almost at the same 
moment the priest approached from the opposite 
direction. The two men met near where she 
was crouching, and the Frenchman, acknowl- 
edging the other's salutation with a slight nod, 
■ passed on. 

*'Petronila!" called the priest into the open 
doorway of the house. 

De Sallet stopped, hesitated a moment, and 
returned. 

*'Have you seen Ramiro?" he asked hur- 
riedly. 

The priest took his own time to answer. He 
stood mopping his face with a dingy handker- 
chief. 

** Ah, but the shade is pleasant," he remarked. 

^^DameP^ said the Frenchman; and Andres, 
though knowing nothing of the meaning of the 
word, was so shocked at the sound that he 
raised his hands toward heaven in a mute plea 
that the offender might find forgiveness. De 
Sallet impatiently repeated his question. 

* ' Ramiro, ' ' said the priest reflectively. * ' Ah, 
yes, I saw him going toward Las Escaldas a 
quarter-hour back." 
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"He has already gone, then," muttered De 
Sallet, his face clearing. 

"Do you know where I can find the Senyor 
Ottiwell?" the priest called after him as he 
started away. 

"No," came back the answer, "but I expect 
to see him soon," and he unconsciously tapped 
the box, which gave forth a hollow sound. 

"Wait, my son, I'll go with you. . . . 
Holy Mother!" groaned Andres, seeing how 
the other increased his speed. "I can't keep up 
with you. Where shall I find him?" 

De Sallet's anger overcame his prudence. 
"Ask my sister," he said, with a sneer. 

"Well, well," said the priest helplessly, pass- 
ing his fat fingers over his heated forehead, 
"this is perplexing, very. I can't understand 
it." 

But the listener above could. She was a 
woman and reasoned by leaps; moreover, she 
loved, and was of necessity disposed to be jeal- 
ous. First her lover's friends had gone by with 
swords; then the Frenchman had passed, carry- 
ing a long box that he handled carefully, and 
which contained — more swords! He was 
angry; plainly he was expecting to fight some 
one, and while his opponent might be one of the 
others, yet he had tapped the bo:? when Otti- 
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well's name was mentioned, and had answered 
that he would soon see him. They were to 
meet somewhere, and Madame De Sainte Velay 
knew where Ottiwell was — ^her brother had said 
it; more — ^he had said it sneeringly. Would he 
have done so if he had not been angry with her 
— ^and with Ottiwell as well? The two men 
had quarreled, then, and the cause of their 
quarrel was the woman ! Perhaps her brother 
had commanded her to give Ottiwell up! It 
was a far cry from the girl's slender premises 
to this conclusion, but the secrets of the mental 
operations of her sex are past finding out. She 
saw all plainly, and with a little stifled moan 
sank down and buried her face in her hands to 
shut out all sight of the painful world. 

"Petronila!" called the priest a second time, 
peering into the semi-darkness of the passage. 
She did not answer, and he went in. 

**The whole world seems to be away from 
home," he muttered, coming out a moment 
after. ''Three hours till supper, and no one to 
talk to; and thinking is so tiresome." He 
sighed hollowly and sat down by the door, but 
a smile soon broke through the discontent. 
"There will be a chicken stewed with olives to- 
night," he murmured in the same tone in which 
he would have pronounced a blessing. "Ah!" 
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He closed his eyes that he might enjoy the 
taste of the fowl the more; presently his head 
dropped back against the wall, and despite his 
half-hearted efforts to overcome the delicious 
drowsiness that beset him he was soon asleep. 

Petronila lay bruising her cheek on the rough 
floor of the balcony. She had thought love joy, 
and it was agony. The man's looks had been 
lies; his thoughts had been always of that other 
for whose sake he had quan'eled, for whom he 
was perhaps fighting then. But it was slrango 
that he had not been with his friends, and still 
more strange that he had not passed since they 
went by. Perhaps he had not gone; if not, he 
should not go! 

She sprang up and left the balcony. Her 
steps sounded on the worn stairs; she hurried 
through the passage and out past the sleeping 
priest, whom in her haste she did not notice, 
crossed the street and walked rapidly toward 
the inn. The window of Ottiwell's room was 
open, but she could not see whether he was there, 
and after a moment's hesitation she went 
boldly over and glanced at the room from 
which the stairs rose to the upper floors, and 
which, foi-tunately for the plan that she had 
already formed, was empty. She went up 
quickly, pausing on the first landing to listen; 
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then she ascended to the floor above and crept 
close to OttiweU's door. 

He was within; she heard his slow step as 
he came toward her. There was not time to 
retreat. She crouched down and waited; he 
stopped, turned, and walked back, sighing as if 
in deep thought. 

Until his coming the room that he now oc- 
cupied had been employed for the storage of 
such of the innkeeper's goods as were not in 
use, and when it was prepared for him his 
host, having no lock for the door, had provided 
instead a stout bar of oak, that was intended to 
pass through two wooden cleats, one on the 
door-post and the other on the door itself. The 
outside was cleated in the same way, but the 
bar was lacking. Petronila thrust her arm 
through the cleats and braced her body against 
the wall. Ottiwell paused a moment on the 
opposite side of the room and walked toward 
her again. Her courage failed her, and she 
withdrew her arm. Then, fearing that this 
time he would come out into the passage, she 
ran toward the head of the stairs, intending to 
go down, and, stumbling, struck against 
another door, which opened and caused her to 
fall heavily to the floor. Though half -stunned 
by the shock, she crawled back on her hands 
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and knees and closed the door, which aooom- 
plished, she put her back against it and rested a 
brief space until she had partially recovered 
from the effect of the fall, when, steadying her- 
self against the wall, she rose dizzily and looked 
about her. 

A comfortless-looking bed stood in one cor- 
ner, and in another a heap of men's clothing 
had been thrown on a chair; the principal con- 
tents of the room, however, seemed to be guns 
and pipes; it was in fact the apartment of 
Major Armin. No bar was to be had here, for 
the door was provided with a clumsy lock. . . . 
Ah, the guns ! She seized a heavy rifle and tip- 
toed cautiously into the passage. Her lover 
had not gone. Reaching the entrance to his 
room she thrust the weapon through the cleats 
until the enlargement of the stock prevented it 
from going farther; then she leaned against the 
wall and laughed with soft fierceness to herself. 
He would not go, for she — she, Petronila, the 
deceived, the deserted — had made him prisoner. 

A moment more, and she had been too late. 
He laid his hand on the door; it did not open. 
He pushed on it with both hands, and, failing 
in his purpose, uttered an angry exclamation, 
and threw the whole weight of his body against 
it; but it was of heavy oak and did not give 
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outward half an inch. He shouted for the inn- 
keeper, and she waited tremblingly for an an- 
swer. None coming, he hurled himself once 
more against the barrier to his liberty, but as 
before it resisted all of his efforts. Then he de- 
sisted, and from the sound of his steps she knew 
that he had gone over to the window. He 
called loudly to some children playing in the 
street, but they, thinking that he was applaud- 
ing their sport, played all the more earnestly. 

He was nearly thirty feet from the ground, 
and it was folly to contemplate the descent 
without a rope. She heard his deep-toned ejacu- 
lation of rage when he realized that he was 
trapped. He came back to the center of the 
room and stood for awhile in silence. A little 
later he seemed to be pushing some heavy object 
across the floor; then there was a sound as if 
boards were being pried loose from their fasten- 
ings and thrown in a heap; afterward there was 
so long a silence that she began to fear that in 
some way he had injured himself. She listened 
eagerly, hoping that he would move or speak, 
but he gave no indication of being within. 
Was he hurt? Had he fainted? 

"Francees!" she called softly, when at 
length her anxiety to be assured of his well- 
being had conquered her jealous anger. 
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There was no answer. 

**It is I," she called more loudly — *'Petronila. 
Don't you hear me?" But the silence was un- 
broken. 

Then, flushing, paling, already half-repent- 
ant, she drew out the rifle and threw open the 
door. A heavy bed stood in the middle of the 
room. A heap of boards torn from a window 
long unused lay on the floor, and past the open- 
ing, nay, almost in the opening, was thrust the 
branch of a huge ilex that grew near the wall 
of the inn. 

Stone walls and barred doors do not a pris- 
on make when a man is young and full of re- 
source and an unpleasant duty calls him away. 
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CHAPTER X. 



About a mile north of the town, near the 
path that for a thousand years had served as 
the sole highway between the lower and upper 
parishes of Andorra, there was a small and not 
unlevel depression in the ground, from the 
center of which rose twin trees, which, if tradi- 
tion were to be believed, had stood there in 
gnarled decrepitude, sans life and leaves, dur- 
ing more than three centuries. Time was, the 
story went, when these, like the other trees that 
were the pride and the wealth of the land, were 
stately and sapful; but in the moment when the 
son of a Syndic of long ago buried between 
them an elder brother whom in a fit of jealous 
anger he had slain, they were stripped of their 
glories and blasted into an everlasting warning 
by the same bolt that an offended Deity hurled 
for the destruction of the fratricide. The soil 
of the pit was sandy and seemed as dead as the 
trees, and no vegetation sprang there, though 
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between the huge rocks that surrounded it the 
meadow grass grew lush and green. If there 
be anj'thing in a name, Ottiwell and his chal- 
lenger could not have chosen a better spot to 
settle their dispute, for the words that the An- 
dorrans shuddered most to hear were the "Place 
of Blood." 

The tradition was unknown to the three 
travelers, but De Sallet knew it well, and it 
was characteristic of him that he had suggested 
the place as the scene of a duel. He had 
laughed when he proposed it, and he was laugh- 
ing as he came to the side path that led to it, 
and found the two foreigners and Eamiro await- 
ing him. Not to every man, he thought with 
eager anticipation of his triumph, is it given to 
kill an enemy and to destroy a superstition with 
one thrust. His greeting, therefore, was pleas- 
ant, almost cordial. Armin's was as polite as 
the unwritten ritual of the duel demands and no 
more, and Belsham's was a curt nod. As for 
the Andorran, he was too agitated to waste 
time in courtesies. 

"Is it true?" he demanded in a voice that 
shook with apprehension. "Is it true, I say?" 
For De Sallet's surprise at his second's appear- 
ance was such that he stared open-mouthed 
imtil Eamiro was compelled to repeat his ques- 
tion. 
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**l8 what true?" demanded De Sallet in his 
turn. **God! man, what makes you shake so? 
You are not to fight." 

Ramiro came nearer and caught him by the 
shoulder. ''They tell me," he said with a 
shudder, "that you will fight there!" and he 
released De Sallet to point toward ihe pit. 
De Sallet laughed low before he answered. 

** And why not there?" he asked. "The place 
is leyel> and there is room for a man to lie in 
it." 

"And both of you will lie there," the trem- 
bling Ramiro said. "You will not go," he 
pleaded, while the others stood wonderingly by. 

"II" said the Frenchman, with disdain. 
"But I will, though, and you with me." 

"No, no, not I. You did not tell me this; 
you told me only that you were to fight the 
stranger and asked me to wait for you here. 
But go there! With all of my work undone? 
With a sister and friends to mourn me?" He 
came closer and concluded in a whisper : * * With 
to-morrow sovuear?" 

De Sallet turned with a shrug and a smile to 
Armin. 

"Superstition!" he said indulgently. "There 
is some sort of a ghost story about the place. I 
hope you are not afraid of dead men.'^ 
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''It has been my experience," said Armin in 
his rasping way, "that only bad live ones are to 
be feared," 

De Sallet directed a quick glance at the sol- 
dier to find his countenance perfectly in:i passive. 
''Eight!" he said. 'iThe good— the bad— those 
are convenient terms, monsieur. Wait for me 
at the bridge," he said hastily to the Andorran. 
"I do not see your friend," he continued, when 
Ramiro, after vainly trying to dissuade him 
from his purpose, had left them. 

"He had a letter to write," answered Armin, 
with some hesitation. 

"Ah 1 Then we will await him yonder," and 
he signed to them to precede him up the path. 
It was poorly defined, because little traveled, 
and more than once they stumbled over the 
fragments of rock that the tall grass concealed, 
but the distance was not great. De Sallet 
jumped down into the pit and dug the toe of his 
shoe into the firm sand, laughing gayly as he 
did so. 

"That poor Ramiro!" said he pityingly. 
"Come, is it not a pretty spot? A man may be 
forced to the trees or the bank, and there he 
must stop. It will be close work." 

He rubbed his hands together delightedly and 
lit a cigar, which he threw away, and then 
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another and another, until he found one whose 
flavor suited him, when he sat down to enjoy it, 
blowing the smoke into a himdred little fantas- 
tic shapes. Armin had followed his example, 
and sat puffing away at a short black pipe that 
came from one of the capacious pockets of his 
hunting coat, while Belsham lounged uneasily 
about from one part of the pit to another. At 
last De Sallet arose and looked at his watch. 

**Ten minutes past the hour," said he. 
"Well, we must give your friend a little lee- 
way, I suppose.'* 

He unlocked the box he had brought with 
him and took out one of a pair of handsomely 
mounted dueling swords that it contained. 
Then, standing away from one of the trees, he 
lunged at it with all of his strength. The blade 
was so true that it bent nearly double and, 
when the strain was removed, flew back noise- 
lessly to its proper shape. De Sallet uttered an 
exclamation of delight and, taking the sword 
by the blade, offered the handle to Armin. 

"Will you look at it?" he asked. "It is 
Toledo-made; they have not forgotten their 
cunning." 

But Armin brusquely declined the offer, and 
the other retreated to his comer to smoke 
another cigar. The minutes passed leadenly. 
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From time to time De Sallet Rooked at his 
watch, and Belsham, noticing bis ironical 
smile, was surprised on consulting Armin's 
timepiece to find that Ottiwell was nearly a 
half -hour late. The Frenchman's smile became 
a challenge, which he directed point-blank at 
Belsham, and the latter, guessing what the 
other had in mind, replied to it with a look so 
scornfully defiant that De Sallet's gorge rose. 

**Your friend is brave," he remarked, with 
his eyes fixed on the younger man. 

^'Sir!" said Belsham, pausing in his nervous 
walk. 

"He has at least the better part of valor," 
said De Sallet, with an insulting laugh. 

Belsham forced himself to answer without 
heat. "He has been detained by something 
unexpected, but you may depend on it he will 
be here." 

**To-day or — ^next week?" 

"Sirl" cried Belsham. 

"Sir to yourself," said De Sallet, coarsely 
imitating the other's manner. Belsham took 
a step toward him and paused in indecision. 
"Yet, why not?" he muttered, as the shadow 
of some sad thought crossed his face. Armin 
came forward and laid his hand in warning on 
his companion's shoulder. 
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"You must not quarrel with him,*' he whis- 
pered, and the Frenchman laughed insolently. 

*' Cautious, always cautious, like all Amer- 
icans!" he sneered. 

"Sir!" cried Belsham again, by this time 
beside himself with rage. 

"And, like all Americans, cowards!" 

This time Belsham did not say, "Sir!" nor 
did he answer in words. Shaking off Armin's 
hand he strode across the pit with such determi- 
nation showing in his face that De Sallet drew 
back a step, and, half-turning, reached behind 
him for his sword, which lay on the bank. His 
hand closed on the hilt too late, for before he 
could turn again, he had received a stinging 
blow on the cheek. Then, raging like a mad- 
man, he rushed on his assailant. Belsham re- 
treated rapidly to the nearest of the trees and, 
determined to die without a word, set his back 
against it and shut his eyes and prayed. A 
painful moment passed that seemed a year, and 
he opened them again to find that the French- 
man's sword had been struck upby Armin, who 
had seized one of the weapons that he had 
brought to the ground and come to his relief. 
The two blades were engaged and the men stood 
motionless, watching for an opening, when a 
voice called : 

"Major I Belsham I Where are you?" 
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CHAPTER XL 
*'the point's the thing." 

Moved by a common impulse the combatants 
lowered their swords, and before either of the 
travelers could answer their friend came out of 
breath to the edge of the pit. 

*'I know I am late," said he, **but I have 
run '* 

He broke o£f, asking Armin with a look the 
cause of his attitude toward De Sallet. 

*'This — gentleman — ^and I were about to have 
a little amusement of our own to occupy us 
until you should come," said the soldier. 

Ottiwell let himself down in the pit and 
leaned against the side of it to rest. ^'I under- 
stand," said he. ''The count was impatient at 
the delay, and perhaps said something about me 
that you felt called upon to resent; is that it? 
Before we go further, monsieur, permit me to 
tender you my apology. ' ' 

But there was no conciliation in his manner, 
and as he spoke he began to unbutton his coat. 
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*'An apology,'* said De Sallet in his swag- 
gering way, "which comes too late. There is 
a blow between us, I do not forget that; and 
the lie was given. You ought to be caned, but 
I will do you the honor of crossing swords with 
you. For fight me you shall, if have to tie 
you to one of these trees to keep you from nm- 
ningaway.'* 

"Not so fast, sir," returned Ottiwell sharply. 
"You assume altogether too much. The apol- 
ogy I intended to offer was for my late arrival, 
for which I am not in the least to blame, since 
in some way unknown to me my door was 
barred on the outside, and I was compelled to 
climb out of a window to be here at all." 

De Sallet gave a short laugh. 

"And you expect me to believe that?" he 
asked. 

"I expect you to believe — ^nothing. Believe 
or not, as you like. It should be sufficient for 
you that I am here." 

While he was speaking he had removed his 
coat and shoes, thrown them on the edge of the 
bank, and laid hold of a sword, but now he 
went back to the coat and took a letter from 
one of the pockets, which he gave to Belsham. 

"She shall have it," said his friend, "if — 
God help the right I" he added, clapping Otti- 
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well on the shoulder; and in a voice that trem- 
bled the soldier repeated the words. 

"Yes, God help the right!" laughed De 
Sallet, who, like his antagonist, was by this 
time ready to begin. **Well, sir," he asked 
impatiently, "what are we waiting for?" 

"You have no second," said Ottiwell. 

"I need none; I waive my right. Your 
friends will see that the play is fair. Come I" 
He raised his sword. "But, that they may not 
say afterward that you were not warned in 
time, let it be understood: there will be no 
waits, no rests. We fight until one or the oUier 
falls." 

"Or is disarmed," suggested Ottiwell. 

"No, no," said De Sallet violently. "See, 
messieurs, how unfair such a rule would be. 
Say that your friend is hard pressed; he per- 
mits himself to be disarmed; his life is saved. 
The one who is disarmed — dies!" 

"It is not the rule," said Armin, frowning. 
"If a man lose his weapon he is permitted by 
the code to pick it up and resume fighting. 
What you propose is irregular." 

"Irregular, yes; but the whole affair is ir- 
regular. The challenge was directly given and 
received ; I am alone, and you are three — irregu- 
' larities all. But is this a time to observe the 
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nice courtesies of a fencing school? I have been 
insulted, messieurs! — outraged!'* 

Ottiwell raised his eyes from contemplating 
the hole that he had been digging with the 
point of his sword. 

*'M. De Sallet," he said gravely, "I am fight- 
ing you against my better judgment. Wait; I 
do not intend to withdraw from my position, 
impleasant as it is; but I would do anything in 
reason to adjust the matter. I do not wish to 
take your life." 

"But I " 

"Just so; you want mine. But — It would 
do no good to explain to you how I feel; you 
would attribute to fear what proceeds wholly 
£rom an unwillingness to do wrong. *' 

He looked up again to meet De Sallet*s sneer- 
ing glance, and changed his tone. 

"However, since I am fool enough to fight 
you, I am likewise fool enough, for pride's 
sake, to come to your terms. Tou still persist 
in your demand?" 

De Sallet nodded. 

"Well, have it so. K you disarm me, kill 
me. If I disarm you " 

His face was lit up with a grave smile that 
was the outward sign of a sudden resolution, 
and he took his place. 
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**Major," said he, "will you give the word?'* 

His friends had climbed out of the pit to take 
their station on the bank, and Armin was about 
to comply with the request, when some one 
pulled at his coat, and> turning, he saw Madame 
De Sainte Velay, who was crouching behind a 
rock. At the same instant Belsham, perceiv- 
ing her, uttered a half -stifled exclamation of 
siuT)rise. She laid her fingers on her lips to 
enjoin silence, whispering hoarsely the moment 
after: 

**I could not stay away when he is to risk his 
life." 

"We are ready 1" called De Sallet impa- 
tiently. 

"Then, begin!" said Armin, commanding 
the woman by a gesture to keep hidden. 

Two arms, bared to above the elbow, were 
raised; two ribbons of steel glittered upward; 
the two men took, each, a step forward; and 
with a slight grating sound inaudible to those 
on the bank, the blades engaged. At the first 
touch of his enemy's weapon, Ottiwell, exercis- 
ing that special sense which is the most valued 
of the practiced fencer's acquirements, knew 
that he had met his equal, and a little later, 
after rapidly nmning the whole gamut of tech- 
nical swordsmanship, he was convinced that he 
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had to do with his master; forDe Sallethad, 
attacked him so viciously that, after receiving 
a wound in the fleshy part of his sword arm, he 
had saved himself only by retreating, and had 
been twice forced around the trees. 

His heart almost failed him when the French- 
man by a magnificent display of skill, bore him 
slowly back imtil his foot touched the side of 
the pit at its narrowest end. Here, fighting 
desperately, silently, and almost hopelessly, 
with his clothing slit into ribbons and the sword 
that ten short minutes before had been so light, 
seeming like a bar of iron, he made, as he 
thought, his last stand. But it was not for 
nothing that he had sprung from a race of sol- 
diers. There was in him, though he had not 
known it, that reserve force of which the pres- 
ence makes the hero while the absence marks 
the clod; through a life of idle pleasure it had 
lain dormant, but now when there was need he 
called on it and it stood his friend. To go back 
was impossible, and to stand was to be killed; 
but before him were the fair day, the blue sky, 
honor, life, love, and friends. " Forward 1'* 
said his quickly beating heart, and "Forward !'* 
his hopes; and the watchers on the bank, who 
had together applauded his good strokes and 
trembled as one when he had been forced into 
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the comer, sighed with relief as they saw him 
bearing De Sallet back again to the center of 
the pit, where the fight raged with such fiuy as 
the lessened strength of the fighters permitted. 

They were two animals; covered with sweat 
and dust, and clothed in dirty rags, they still 
bit at each other with their steel teeth; still 
thrust, and parried, and struck, and shifted 
ground, and presented a moving picture of skill 
and courage that no woman could look at with- 
out just pride in either, if he fought for her. 

It was past, and Ottiwell was victor while he 
was still wondering how he had held out so 
long. Unable to break down De Sallet's guard, 
he essayed the showy but dangerous experiment 
of binding his blade. The first attempt was 
successful, and the Frenchman's sword went 
flying from his hand at the same moment that 
i1» owner, grasping at it even as he lost it, 
slipped and fell on one knee at Ottiwell's feet. 
And then (strange proof of the insistence of 
heredity) the woman on the bank, like any 
Roman matron of Nero's time, unconsciously 
turned her hand until the thumb pointed down- 
ward; and De Sallet groaned (though not from 
fear) and, stretching out his arms, seemed to 
invite the last thrust of the blade that was di- 
rected at his heart. But Ottiwell, without a 
trace of hesitation, said pantingly : 
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"Tour life is mine, but you may buy it back 
from me. Say that you lied, and you shall go 
free.'* For this was the plan that he had 
formed — ^to save the woman's feelings and to 
spare the man. 

"It was a lie,*' he said, as he drew back his 
sword with a menacing air. De Sallet, raising 
his eyes to the American's face, saw a look 
there that unlocked his sullen lips. Why not? 
he thought; there was always to-morrow. 

"Yes," he said, mouthing the word as if it 
had been a curse. 

"She is your sister, then?" 

"She is my sister." 

"Then, if you fail to treat her in a way to 
satisfy us and her, if one of us cannot punish 
you, the three of us can and will — do you under- 
stand?" 

"Yes, yes," said a voice that even De Sallet 
did not know for his own. 

Ottiwell lowered his point, and as the other 
tottered to the bank, and out of very weakness 
— ^for he was well-nigh spent — fell against it, 
the three people on the bank jumped down into 
the pit. 

"You, madame!" said Ottiwell in astonish- 
ment, when he saw the woman. 

"I," she answered slowly, giving him a 
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strange glance — *Hhe woman you have re- 
venged — ^the woman who owes you — ^alll'* 

She seized his hand, and, carried away by 
her emotions, was raising it to her lips, when a 
voice cried : 

"Francees, do you love that woman?" 

It was the voice of jealousy; it was the voice 
of anger; it was the voice of wounded pride, of 
doubt and belief, of hate and love, in one; it 
was the voice of Petronila, who, having fol- 
lowed Madame De Sainte Velay to the pit, had 
seen and heard all that had passed, and who 
now, frowning and beautiful, looked down on 
them from the bank. 

With a gasp of angry surprise the English 
woman dropped OttiwelPs hand and raised her 
head; and he, seeing only the dark face of the 
woman he loved, and forgetful of the presence 
of the other, cast away his sword and said : 

^Tetronilal" 

She came to him with a little cry of joy, and 
her deep glance finding that in his eyes for 
which only fools never seek, gave herself into 
the clasp of his waiting arms. And looking on 
this picture of manly courage and womanly sub- 
mission and mutual love, De Sallet swore a 
great oath, and Madame De Sainte Velay 
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caught at the nearest tree to keep from falling, 
and Belsham turned away with a despairing 
gesture that only the soldier saw. 

"You, too, my boy?" he asked pityingly. 

"Hush I" said Belsham, pointing to his 
friend. "He must never know." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THB NIGHT OP NIGHTS. 

Ottiwbll arose and went to the open win- 
dow. The moon had topped the heights, and 
its light lay white and cold on street and house 
and river and meadow, but on no man; for 
Andorra was abed. It was no time for sleep. 
The day would come, garish and real, but the 
night was his; and he was glad that his wound 
had disturbed him. There was leisure for re- 
flection, and need of it as well, for he had more 
than one subject to think on — his future rela- 
tions with De Sallet; and how the woman 
might be induced to leave the scene of her hu- 
miliation; and then — 

And then there was Petronila. 

He turned to pace the floor with nervous steps 
that De Sallet, lying awake beneath him, heard 
and anathematized. He tried to recall his 
friend's account of what had happened at the 
dueling ground before his coming, and to 
ponder over the problem of the barred door; but 
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his thoughts flew back insistently to her as to 
their true pole. Oh, to see her again before he 
slept — to make sure that her haste to leave him 
after the duel had not been due to the return of 
her anger! Every time he passed near the 
window the night wooed him, until, unable to 
resist its charm, he dressed himself and went 
down the stairs and out into the moonwashed 
world. 

Not to him alone had love denied repose. 
The girl had vainly tried since the early even- 
ing hours to find in sleep an end of her doubts 
and her shame. Into her chamber as into his 
the light of the moon was streaming, but it 
brought her no joy; it was darkness, not light, 
which she wanted, that she might not feel so 
deeply the blushes with which a tardy modesty 
painted her cheeks whenever she recalled her 
acts that day. What would he — what would 
the others — ^think of her? 

Chancing to look out of the window, she was 
surprised to see a man standing in the shadow 
of the House of Government, which cloaked 
him so that she could not make out his features. 
It did not dawn on her that there was but one 
who would be likely to watch her chamber at 
such an hour; he seemed to be spying on her 
thoughts, and she resented his presence by re- 
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treating to the farther end of the room. But 
Ottiwell had seen her. He stepped out of the 
shadow and spoke her name. She returned, 
looked out and asked : 

"Who is it?" 

He came nearer; the moon shone full upon 
his face, and she uttered a glad cry that set his 
last fear at rest. 

"I could not sleep," he told her, "I must talk 
with you." 

** To-morrow," she began. 

* ' To-morrow is to-morrow. Come now. ' ' 

Her life had been free from the conventions 
that weigh so heavily upon the people of the 
greater world, and she answered without hesi- 
tation that she would come. 

**But you must wait until I dress." 

*' A thousand years," he said, with all of a 
lover's extravagance. 

Ten minutes had not passed when she opened 
the door of the great hall and stole out to meet 
him. She had dressed in haste, but she was one 
of nature's women, requiring no artifice to make 
her beautiful. His hand closed over hers and 
he bent his head to kiss it. 

"Not here," she breathed. "Some one may 

"Will you walk in the meadows, then?" 
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"Ay, Fiancees — with you.'* 

And the hearts of them throbbed as if like to 
burst. 

They went along the echoing street and down 
from the great rock on which the town was 
perched, into the meadows; and when they had 
gone a little way he took her hand once more, 
and, she half -leaning on him, they entered that 
new world from which only the cold and the 
false and the vain are banished by their own 
unworthiness. Walking on in silence they 
came at last to the tree under which she was 
standing when he rode by on the day of his 
arrival; there they paused, and, looking at her, 
he found voice to say what she longed so much 
to hear. 

"Petronila,** said he softly, "do you remem- 
ber?" 

She stood apart from him to caress him with 
her eyes. 

"It was here I saw you first, it was here I 
loved you first." 

She came a step nearer, drawn by the truth 
and power of his gaze. 

"I know," said she; "I look at you, and I 
know." She gave her hand once more into his 
keeping. "But how to tell you what I feel — 
that I do not know, nor ever shall, except as 
you, who know so much, may teach me." 
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He passed his arm around her. He bent his 
head, and the gates of knowledge were opened. 
Her hair, caught up in haste under the shawl 
that she had thrown over her head, came falling 
in its midnight glory over her face and hid his 
beneath it as under a scented cloud. And her 
lips — the sweetness of them; and of her kisses 
the tender warmth ! Neither spoke, yet each 
knew all that the other would say; and life 
seemed one long and moonlit kiss. 

In drawing herself out of his embrace to ar- 
range her disheveled hair, she leaned a little 
heavily on his arm. He uttered an exclama- 
tion of pain and she asked in alarm : 

"What is it? Have I hurt you?" 

He told her that De Sallet had wounded him 
slightly, and a frown darkened the face that a 
moment before had been so radiant. 

"You fought for her," she said, as all her 
jealous doubts returned. "I asked you once, I 
ask you now, Francees: Do you love her?'* 

The woman's secret was not his; moreover, it 
was not for him to tell this innocent girl the 
truth. He hesitated a moment, and then, for 
the sake of both of the women, he lied. 

"Petronila," said he, trying without success 
to take her hand, "you are mistaken, I did not 
fight for her, I quarreled with the count be- 
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cause he had drunk too much wine and spoke 
msultmgly of my country.'* 

"But she loves you,'* she said with angry 
conviction. 

He made a gesture of dissent. 

"She tried to kiss your hand." 

He had known what was coming and his an- 
swer was ready. "Out of gratitude to me for 
sparing her brother's life," he said, with an 
ingenuous air. 

"Ohl" The explanation seemed to satisfy 
her, though a moment after she returned to the 
attack. "And you made him say that he had 
lied," she mused. 

"Yes," he answered uneasily. 

"What had he said?'* 

"He had said — he had said that she was not 
his sister," he replied, expecting to be com- 
pelled, in order to clear himself, to tell the 
truth. 

Moonlight is the unfailing refutation of rea- 
son. She yielded herself once more into his 
embrace and raised her clear eyes to his in per- 
fect trustfulness. "You must forgive me," 
said she, while he was wondering what had 
caused this sudden change from doubt to belief. 
"I know that what you have told me is true, 
for who but a drunken man would say that his 
sister is not his sister?" 
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She laughed happily, and, grown innocently 
bold, pulled down his face to kiss him; then, 
thinking by strange chance of what she had 
said in this place to Eamiro, she murumred : 

'^Mykingl" 

They wandered on through the enchanted 
meadows, the river now roaring at their feet, 
now purling far away. The dull brown bird 
whose name is melody sang from every bush 
and thicket, and the sun's echo filled as with 
music all of their little world. At times they 
paused merely to look at each other, and, stag- 
gering under the weight of their happiness, 
went on their way. Again they stopped for 
speech and muttered nothings that to them were 
full of meaning. One by one they counted over 
the most trifling incidents of their meeting and 
their acquaintance since. They made no plans ; 
they thought not of the future. So much for 
time and place and the essential fitness of 
Nature unrestrained. 

Petronila said little in words, yet after they 
had turned back toward the town she grew more 
talkative and by slow degrees led the conversa- 
tion to the happenings of the day. It was not, 
however, until they had reached her home that 
she found courage to say w^hat had in truth un- 
derlain all of her conscious thoughts during the 
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hours they had been together. He was parting 
frond her, and she detained him with one loving 
arm, while with the other hand she twisted a 
button off his coat. 

**Francees," she asked, ''were you angry 
when you found that your door was barred?'' 

He drew away from her, puzzlement and 
comprehension striving for the mastery over his 
face. 

''So it was you?" he said at last, in a voice 
that he vainly tried to render stem. 

"Could I stand by and see you fight, as I 
thought, for another woman?" 

And then, with a few tears and repeated 
prayers for his forgiveness, she told him all. 
She was too beautiful to be chidden, too peni- 
tent not to be forgiven. He took her iu his 
arms. He put upon one of her fingers a ring 
that had belonged to his mother. He swore by 
every tender oath known to love's religion that 
he would be deserving of her. And while they 
stood there in ecstasy it began to grow dark. 
The moon had swum across the star-laced firma- 
ment and now went to rest behind the western 
heights. A light wind sprang up and soughed 
through the trees. The night of nights, which 
comes but once in any human life, was past. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE EBVOLUTION OP JULY. 

Andorra the land was made by the river, 
which cut through the Pyrenean chain in its 
mad search for the sea; but Andorra the gov- 
ernment was the creation of man, and a rare 
piece of his handiwork it was. Not only must 
the human animal have a name for everything : 
he must subdivide that which requires no divis- 
ion. The country was a molecule among na- 
tions, wherefore the Andorran of centuries past 
split it into atoms, named them, and gave each 
its share of the conduct of affairs. 

There was manhood suffrage, and each of the 
six parishes elected two consuls and two coun- 
cillors, to serve four years. The twenty-four 
persons thus chosen, who had certain limited 
powers of local administration, formed the 
Grand Council, and elected the Syndic, who 
presided over their meetings and executed the 
laws; this was representative government. 
The Bishop of the Spanish See of Urgel and the 
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French government, to whom Andorra paid 
small yearly tributes, exercising their joint 
rights of sovereignty, named, each, a Viguier^ 
or judge; and this was feudalism. 

But in the course of time the influence of a 
few families grew so great that they obtained 
virtual control of the elections, and the chief 
oflBces of state became, except in name, heredi- 
tary ; and this was thinly disguised aristocracy. 

Five times a year the Grand Coimcil assem- 
bled at the capital, and once a year the army, 
to which every family had contributed at least 
one man, was reviewed by the Council and the 
Viguiers in the meadow near the town. Then 
all work was suspended and the people flocked 
to the function as to a fair. The priests were 
present. The women came to see their hus- 
bands and their lovers in the guise of defenders 
of the State. The six companies of soldiers, 
each under the command of a captain and ten 
minor oiBScers, were drawn up before the heads 
of the government. The muster roll was called, 
and as the men's names were read out they ad- 
vanced separately, and, after discharging their 
muskets in the air, submitted their weapons 
and ammunition to the inspection of the Coun- 
cil. 

When the review was over and the companies 
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had broken ranks, the people feasted and made 
merry. The wine bottle passed from hand to 
hand. The younger men and women danced to 
the music of the bagpipe and the tambourine. 
Lovers wandered away to hide from the sharp 
eyes of the gossips. The boys and the girls 
played their games, and the aged renewed their 
youth in watching the pleasures of the young. 
On thiB great day half of the six thousand 
inhabitants of the valley were at the capital; 
the day after the population of the town was 
but eight hundred. 

The sun had scarcely risen on the . 1th of July 
when a company of soldiers irom the lower 
parish of San Julian de Xoria marched up to 
the House of Government, and before 9 o'clock 
the streets were thronged with dark-browed men 
and women, and the level place where the re- 
view was to be held was overrun with those 
who were impatient for the beginning of the 
spectacle. Andorra had no flag, and there 
were in consequence no decorations; but the 
streets did not ladk color, for the people were in 
their gayest attire. The houses of the town 
were open to all who cared to enter, and there 
was a warm welcome for the poorest of its 
guests. Only the Syndic and a few of his 
nearest advisers, including the ViguierSj who 
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were assembled in a room of his house to out- 
line the action to be taken at the meeting of the 
Council, had not appeared. 

The gayety of the people was for the most 
part confined to the women and children, for 
three out of four of the men were in the secret 
of the conspiracy, and they awaited the issue 
with more of fear than of confidence. It is not 
a light matter for men to lay their hands on in- 
stitutions that they have been taught to regard 
as sacred; and the institutions that these were 
about to attack were crusted over with the pre- 
scription of centuries. Their complaints were 
founded in justice, but their courage diminished 
with every hour that brought them nearer to the 
test of their strength, and a breath of discour- 
agement would have thrown them into a state 
of panic. It is the history of all conspiracies 
that these fits of doubt and depression precede 
the taking of action. Later the mob is brave 
enough, and kills and dies with equal indiffer- 
ence; but until after the plunge into the un- 
known the success of the undertaking depends 
upon the strength and positiveness of the leaders. 

The plot that was now to result in revolution 
and perhaps in civil war was originally the work 
of the three Andorrans; but it had been a mere 
opportimity for the expression of discontent 
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until the advent of De Sallet. Juan's aim was 
riches, and though the cripple's motives were 
purer than those of revolutionaries usually are, 
and his ideas were well conceived, he was not 
a man of action. The strongest of the trium- 
virate was Ramiro, and him the Frenchman 
had soon come to dominate. It was De Sallet 
who had given consistency to the plot, and 
who, turning to account the defeat of his own 
mission, had devised the simple plan that was 
to aflEord the disaffected their excuse for the 
revolution. It was he who, by pointing out the 
evils that arose from the multiplication of gov- 
ernors, had persuaded the three, and through 
them, the people, that the new government 
should be intrusted to one man, and by the use 
of false historical examples had convinced them 
that their liberties would be safer in the keep- 
ing of a king than if protected by a ruler whom 
they could change at will. He was utterly self- 
ish, too; yet, as he mingled with the people 
who he believed were soon to be his subjects, 
he would have been less than human if he had 
not felt a momentary thrill of something more 
than mere personal gratification. The very 
word, king, suggests ideas that must appeal to 
the better, because the feeling, side of man. 
De Sallet had nursed his wrath against his 



Digitized by 



Google 



140 THE KING OF ANDOnBA. 

enemy througli a sleepless night, and the fatigue 
incident to the duel had left its marks on him, 
but he was certainly not the least strong and 
handsome of the men who filled the street. His 
strength was trained and resulted in an ease of 
movement that none of them possessed; and 
their faces, though by no means brutal, were 
dull and uninformed, while his reflected an acute 
and planning mind. An hour before he had 
risen and dressed with unusual care. He wore 
a flower in his buttonhole, and in spite of his 
defeat, bore himseK as a man. So far, indeed, 
as mere appearance went, he would have been a 
ruler of whom any people might be proud. 

He looked at his watch; it lacked half an 
hour of ten. In his preoccupation he was about 
to enter the House of Government, when he re- 
membered that on the previous night he had 
agreed to meet Ramiro for a final conference 
before the Council assembled. He therefore 
walked quickly on and found the Andorran pac- 
ing up and down in front of his home — a low 
two-story building of antiquity so great that 
even in that dry atmosphere the front wall was 
crumbling. Ramiro's face told its own story. 
His people would certainly have abandoned 
their cause if they had known that their leader 
was himseM doubtful of the wisdom of the step 
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they were about to take. He greeted De Sallet 
gloomily aud told him to enter, saying that the 
others were abeady there. 

"The others?" asked De Sallet. "What 
others?" 

Receiving no reply, he went in and found two 
answers to his question; the room was occupied 
by Laurentio and Juan. He turned a look of 
uneasy inquiry upon Bamiro when the latter 
closed the door, and, doubtless without inten- 
tion, set his back against it. Was he betrayed? 
Then he glanced at the others and determined 
that whatever their companion might have to 
say they knew nothing of it, and almost at that 
instant Eamiro spoke. 

"Cavalier," said he, in a dull, formal voice, 
"a month ago we promised to make you king, 
and to-day we are ready to keep the promise; 
but for reasons of my own, which you will un- 
derstand before you leave this room, if you do 
not now, I have kept it within my power to 
substitute myself, or Laurentio, or even Juan 
here, at the last moment. The men know noth- 
ing except that we are to choose some man 
whose name will be called out of the window; 
the choice of that man they are willing to leave 
to us, for they believe that we shall act wisely; 
but of that I am not so sure. I wish I could 
be." 
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He sighed deeply. 

"I still believe that we are doiog well to 
change our form of government; if I did not I 
should even now turn back. But as to the wis- 
dom of making you our king " 

There was so much poorly repressed contempt 
in his tone that De Sallet's hand groped for a 
certain inner pocket of his coat to assure him- 
seK that something he had placed in it was still 
there. 

** Cavalier, you are older and wiser than we, 
and we are about to choose you to rule over us 
because a man like you can, if he will, do much 
for our country. It needs such a man; but it 
needs a man who will rule justly. I do not ask 
you to promise that, for I have what will 
punish oppression of my people.'* 

He drew a long knife from his belt and threw 
it upon the floor. 

"This for you, if you abuse your power!'* 

De Sallet recoiled with a cry of alarm. A 
wild light shone in the cripple's eyes, and, half- 
rising, he said with a threatening gesture: 

**I have a knife." 

"I have one, too," blustered Juan, **and, by 
God " 

Ramiro stopped him with a glance. "No 
need to speak that name," he said, "Well, 
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cavalier, with the understanding that you have 
of what awaits you if you fail to keep faith 
with us, are you still willing to be our king?" 

A hundred thoughts flashed through De Sal- 
let's mind in the second before he answered. 
Poison— arrest — an army of mercenaries from 
other countries — ^ah, that was it! 

"Yes," he said, recovering some part of his 
boldness, '*yes, and I promise you " 

' * Promise nothing, ' * broke in Eamiro. " Do 1" 

**I shall not fail you," replied De Sallet; 
then he tried to cut short the conference by 
looking at his watch. *'We have only fifteen 
minutes," he suggested, and as he spoke he 
took a step toward the door, but Eamiro still 
kept his back against it, and motioned to his 
friends to stay in their seats. 

*' There is one thing more," said the Andor- 
ran — "the condition of which I spoke to you." 

"I will promise anything you ask," said De 
Sallet hurriedly. The room was close; the air 
was heavy; perhaps, he thought, he had taken 
more brandy that he had intended. "Well, 
well," he continued impatiently, when the other 
gave no evidence of an intention to let him out, 
"the condition, then — the condition!" 

"You must marry the woman you call Sen- 
yor^ Pe Sainte Velay." 
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The chairs in which the other Andorrans 
were sitting went over backward with a crash 
as the occupants sprang to their feet. 

"She's his sister," said Laurentio nervously, 
beginning to have an inkling of the truth. 

**She isthe woman who ought to be his wife." 

De Sallet reached out his hand and touched 
the rough wall of the room; then he staggered 
up against it and passed both of his hands over 
his eyes. A mist was between him and the 
speaker. His heart beat slowly, almost 
stopped; a great pain shot through it, and it 
began to beat again with increased rapidity. 
He was conscious presently of a feeling of relief, 
but the only words that his lips could compass 
were: 

"Well, well!" ^ * ' 

"You need not try to deny it. I have known 
it ever since you came. A man does not look 
at his sister as you looked at her; and there 
were a hundred other things to tell me that your 
story was a lie. So long as this was not your 
home it did not concern me, but now it concerns 
me greatly. Most of our women are pinre, and 
whenever one errs we force the man to repair 
his wrong by marriage. Say, then, and say 
quickly, what you will do." 

"But if she will not," muttered D§ |3ftll§t, 
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"Women love power too well for her to refuse 
what you will have to oflfer her," said Bamiro 
dryly. 

Once more De Sallet's heart almost stopped, 
and he dropped his hand over it with a groan. 
Driven almost frantic by the pain he turned 
savagely on his rival. 

''I seel I see!" he exclaimed. "Why don't 
you tell the truth? Why do you pretend that 
it's a moral obligation that causes you to de- 
mand this thing of me? Morals 1 It's love! 
We love the same woman, and you want to get 
me out of the way. Have your will, then, and 
make the most of your advantage. I agree to 
what you ask — I agree to anything ! But don't 
flatter yourself that you will win her. She is 
for neither of us; she loves the American." 

"A lie!" said Ramiro quickly. 

"It hurts, does it? Then, listen again: she 
loves him — as the other once loved me; she 
spent last night with him outside of her father's 
house; I saw them." 

"God!" 

The tortured man who heard raised his hands 
and beat himself on the breast, and with a cry 
of despair slid down the wall to the floor, where 
he lay purple and choking. His friends sprang 
to his assistance, while De Sallet turned his 
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back and laughed. Gradually Bamiro's scat- 
tered senses returned to him and he was able to 
sit up. His knife lay within easy reach; he 
laid hold of it, and, aided by Laurentio, rose 
to his feet. He held the knife before him and 
looked at it shudderingly. 

"When?" asked De Sallet, reading the An- 
dorran^s thought. 

Bamiro dropped his hand to his side and 
averted his face from what it held. **To-day," 
he answered dully. 

Silence fell. After a time he struck open the 
door and tottered outside, followed by the 
others; there he paused a moment. 

"I must first keep my promise to you," he 
said to De Sallet, and started toward the House 
of Government, with Juan close at his heels. 
De Sallet proposed to Laurentio that they 
should walk on together, but the cripple, who 
was a Puritan in his manner of living, drew 
away from him with undisguised aversion and 
proceeded alone. His step lagged and be went 
to his task with a heavy heart. 

"And is this man to be king?" he asked him- 
self. "Is my voice to call out his name to the 
people? God help them 1 God help me 1" 

"A fair day, cavalier," said a bright-faced 
girl to him as he neared the House of Govem- 
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ment. The smile she gave him with the words 
was wasted, and his answer changed it into a 
stare of wonder. 

**Tes, yes," he said gloomily, "a fair day for 
a foul deed." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE END OF THE RBPUBLia 

"Ready, major?" asked Belsham, looking 
into the soldier's room. 

"Yes: Where's Mr. Ottiwell?'' 

"Asleep, with his door open." 

Armin gtook his head reprovingly. "That's 
imprudent," said he. 

*'Why, you don't think that De Sallet 
would " 

"He would do anything." 

"Well, he can't do much now, for I just saw 
him going into the House of Government. If 
we don't hurry we'll be late. Shall I wake 
Ottiwell?" 

"No, let him sleep," answered Armin with 
a dry laugh. "He was out all night; I heard 
him come in about five this morning." 

"He's in love," muttered Belsham; "and 
there was a moon." 

"I thought you went to bed early." 

"I did, but— I couldn't sleep.'* 
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They had reached the first landing, and all 
thought of a reply was driven from Armin's 
mind by the sight of Madame De Sainte Yelay, 
as she left her room and came toward them. 
Belsham smiled when he noticed the richness 
of her dress, but he smiled no more when his 
glance rested on her face. 

"You don't look well,'* said the soldier in 
his downright way. 

She drew a short sigh. 

"I don't feel well," she answered hesitat- 
ingly; **I couldn't sleep." 

** Nobody seems to have slept," said Belsham. 
** Well, I hope we'll all do better to-night." 

They had begun to descend. *'It is my last 
night in Andorra," she replied. *'But to-day 
is mine to see the gayeties— and to say good-by. 
Gentlemen ' ' 

She paused on the bottom step and clung to 
the railing for support. 

** After yesterday — after what you know 
about me — you may wonder how I have the 
courage to show my face; I wonder, myself. I 
can't say what I should like to say, for you are 
men and I am a woman; only — don't think too 
harshly of me. I have suffered greatly; I am 
suffering more greatly still since — since I have 
learned what a real man is. And now " 
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She stood aside for them to pass. 

"Let me offer you my arm," said the younger 
man. 

"Mr. Belshaml" 

"I shall be honored, madame," he said 
steadily. 

"As that will make me de trop^^^ said Armin, 
with a suspicious break in his voice, "I'll go 
on in advance," and the two were left alone. 
They looked at each other with the strong sym- 
pathy that is bom of love for the same person, 
and she laid her hand on his arm. "I have 
two ideals now, Mr. Belsham," she murmured. 

The street before the ancient capital was 
crowded, and it was with great diflSiculty that 
Belsham and his companions forced their way 
through the people. As they came nearer they 
observed that the building was entirely sur- 
rounded by soldiers, most of whom wore small 
pieces of white cloth on the front of their caps. 
Belsham remarked upon this in a feeble imita- 
tion of his customary manner. 

"They're all white ribboners," said he. 
"By Jove 1 though, it looks like a sign. What's 
the matter?" he asked in Catalan of a roughly 
bearded man who was standing near. 

"What's the matter with what?" growled 
Juan. 
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**That*s what I want to know." 

Juan cast a swift glance around to ascertain 
whether any one else bad heard, and, turning 
away, affected not to understand. 

"What are you wearing your decorations for? 
Insolent fellow I" said Belsham to the woman, 
when he received no answer. She had stopped 
short and was standing with her hands pressed 
to her forehead. **It is for to-day, then,'* she 
murmured. "My Qodl I had forgotten." 

"I beg your pardon," said he; "what did 
you say?" But she did not seem to hear. 

"Shall I tell him?" she asked herself irreso- 
lutely. "Shall I go back? But he may be 
there, and in danger. And death with him 
would be so sweet." 

fTear the entrance the soldiers were lined up 
in something like military order, and here the 
number of white cloths was much greater than 
on the outskirts of the crowd. Over all rested 
the silence of ezi)ectation. As the two started 
to enter the door was barred by the barrel of a 
musket that was thrust across it. 

"No one can pass here," said a surly voice. 

"I'd like to know why not," returned Bel- 
sham. "We are friends of the—" He intended 
to name the Syndic, but another man spoke up 
quickly. 
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"It's all right," said he, with his eyes fixed 
in admiration on the woman. **They are 
friends of the Senyor Francees. Pass, cavalier 
— and senyora." 

The Casa des Vails or House of Government 
of Andorra is the oldest capitol standing in en- 
tirety in the world. Before St. Peter's was; 
before the Escorial reared itself in wind-swept 
majesty on the Guadarraman slope; before the 
great architects who are the glory of the middle 
age had carved the forests into stone, this mean 
building was ancient and cracked and brown. In 
one corner rises a squatty tower; the first story 
is a stable in which thirty generations of mem- 
bers of the Council have housed their horses dur- 
ing their visits to the capital, and from this a 
stair rises to their place of meeting on the sec- 
ond floor. When Belsham and his companion, 
having ascended the rotting steps, entered this 
room, they left modernity behind, and were 
transported in a second to the life of centuries 
back. 

At the farther end of the vast chamber stood 
a platform on which were placed a small table 
and three chairs. A row of rude benches ran 
around the room, on one side of which was a 
huge wooden chest fitted with six rusted locks, 
in which the archives of the Republic were 
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kept; and these were all of the furnishings of 
the chamber. It was its occupants who gave 
it its character. Beneath a rudely colored print 
of the Christ tacked against the wall sat Andres 
and five of his fellows in that priestly garb 
which, like the claims of his Church, never 
changes, and grouped in a corner talking ex- 
citedly but in low tones were the members of 
the Council, gorgeous in black and crimson and 
blue — large men, past middle age, dark and 
stolid. In this atmosphere of medisdvalism the 
foreigners, in their clothing of modem make, 
seemed out of place. 

On entering Belsham stood a moment to look 
about him, and seeing De Sallet, who with 
Ramiro was sitting at the back of the chamber, 
he led Madame De Sainte Yelay to a seat near 
one of the front windows and dropped down be- 
side her. Armin had been talking with a 
young man near another window, and now 
came hurriedly over to them. 

"There's trouble afoot," he said, with more 
excitement than Belsham had ever known him 
to display; and without apology he drew the 
American to one side and continued in a whis- 
per: 

"I know now why the Frenchman came here; 
he is the agent of a syndicate of French capital- 
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ists who want a concession to establish gaming 
tables, and he has just made a speech offering 
anything for it— to pay all of the expenses of 
the government, besides a himdred thousand 
francs a year, to build new churches, and 
Heaven only knows what more. The priests 
oppose him, and the Council are considering 
the matter; they will refuse, and then " 

**Well?" asked Belsham, when the soldier 
did not finish. 

Armin pointed out of the window at the men 
who surrounded the building. **Did you ever 
know an AndoiTan to wear a bit of white cloth 
on the front of his cap? See how many are 
equipped in that way. It is to distinguish them 
from the others." 

"A second St. Bartholomew's, perhaps," 
suggested Belsham nervously. 

**No, not that, for these people are all toler- 
ant; but a revolution, and a revolution incited 
by the Frenchman. Look at him: see how 
anxiously he waits. Unless all signs fail, 
Ramiro is his tool, and that young fellow 
there — " he pointed toward the youth whom he 
had just left — **is in the plot, I am certain. I 
have been talking with him, and have learned 
that he favors De Sallet's proposals, but for 
some reason dislikes De Sallet himself. How 
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much will our lives be worth if the Frenchman 
gains control of Andorra?" 

Belsham shuddered. 

''Exactly," said the soldier. "Pd give a 
thousand pounds for a weapon of some sort, but 
I haven't so much as a pocket knife." 

"Don't tell her," said Belsham, twitching his 
shoulders toward the woman; **it would only 
frighten her to no purpose. But can't we 
escape?" 

"Through all of the men below, who are un- 
doubtedly subject to De Sallet's orders? He is 
watching us now. No; we must stay and take 
our chances." 

"I'm glad Otti well isn't here; he might be 
hurt." 

At this proof of Belsham's unselfishness the 
soldier, after a moment of hesitation, thrust out 
his hand. 

"Mr. Belsham," said he, "I want to ask your 
pardon for having been so crossgrained. I was 
prejudiced against you at first because I didn't 
realize how much manhood there was under- 
neath your lightness. If we ever get out of 
here alive I want you to be my friend. I 
have " 

But the group of Andorrans was breaking 
up, and he rejoined the youth at the windoW| 
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while Belsham nervously apologized to the 
woman for the whispered conversation. 

*' Nothing of much moment, madame," he 
lied; *'but men will gossip, you know." 

She tried unsuccessfully to echo his forced 
laugh and said something without meaning. 
The members of the Council had disposed them- 
selves on the benches nearest to the platform, 
and the Syndic, having taken his place with 
the Viguiers at the table, was speaking; but 
she neither saw nor heard him. De Sallet's 
face, with its cruel smile, seemed to fill the 
world. 

Jaime stood motionless between the Viguiers 
and without gesture or emphasis announced the 
decision of the Coimcil. Nothing hurrying, 
nothing delaying, he went on to the end, and 
when he had finished took his seat with the 
same deliberateness that characterized all of his 
movements. 

*'It is forty years, cavalier from the French 
land, since two of your countrymen made such 
proposals as you make now. Our fathers, in 
their wisdom, saw fit to reject them, and we, 
who are no wiser than they, feel that we shall 
do well to follow their example. We are a 
simple people and our country is small; we are 
not rich and we have no desire to be so, nor 
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have we any curiosity to see aught of the great 
world beyond the mountains. As our fathers 
were we wish to be, and so only." 

A murmur of satisfaction came from the 
benches, and the ViguierSy rising, annoimced in 
a few words that the decision met with their 
approval. The Syndic glanced at De Sallet as 
if to ask how he received the defeat of His hopes ; 
but the Frenchman only sat and smiled, looking 
through his half -closed eyes at the frightened 
face of the woman opposite and the agitation of 
his enemies. Then Bamiro, staggering like a 
drunken man, and repenting of his words as 
they were uttered, came into the center of the 
room and spoke. 

**The Republic of Andorra is no more," he 
said sadly, and when he had ended, sighed. 
' Daily, for many weeks, he had sought quiet 
places to rehearse the words in which he was to 
express his sense of the enormity of the injustice 
from which his people suflEered, and their reso- 
lution to be free; yet now, his heart, but not his 
memory, failing, he could stammer out no more 
than this. At the same instant Laurentio hesi- 
tatingly gave a signal from the window. 

Only the foreigners realized the meaning of 
Ramiro's words. The Syndic, noticing the dis- 
order of his dress and his feverish appearance. 
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attributed his utterances to drink, and being a 
man of unbending morality, set about reproving 
him. 

**This is no place for drunken speech,*' he 
said severely; at which Ramiro's anger rose, 
and the words came thick and fast. 

**No," he answered, with a gesture that com- 
prehended all of the men on the benches, 'Hhis 
is the hall of the wise men — the men who keep 
the laws in their own heads and declare them 
to suit their own convenience — ^the men who 
worship a chest — ^the men who are content to be 
poor and ignorant because their fathers were! 
But this hall, you will find, is the people's, and 
they have come to claim it. It was forty years 
ago, you say, that some one made such pro- 
posals as the Frenchman has made to-day ; well, 
it is less than two years since to this room and 
to the same wise men who hear me now a hun- 
dred of my countrymen came with me to beg 
that the laws might be made less rigorous and 
more just. To us, as to the Frenchman, you 
said that the customs of our fathers must go 
unchanged. We made no answer then, for we 
were weak and you were strong; but now " 

He paused to listen. The tread of many feet ; 
the sound of many voices; the door opened and 
the room was filled with armed men. 

''This is our answer to your laws!" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A KING WITHOUT A QUEEN. 

A PEW minutes later the revolution had been 
bloodlessly accomplished. The deposed officials, 
driven into a corner of the hall, were surrounded 
by a detachment of soldiers with loaded 
muskets, and the indignant Syndic, silenced by 
the point of a knife thrust against his breast, 
had submitted with the others. Although the 
priests had promised not to attempt to escape, 
they were massed with the members of the 
Council, but the foreigners were not molested, 
and Armin's fears for their safety were par- 
tially allayed. A few words to his companions 
had served to keep them quiet; they still sat by 
the window, and on the opposite side of the room 
De Sallet still lolled upon a bench and smiled 
his triumph at them. Once to every man and 
woman it is given to be happy without reserve, 
without an if or but of circumstance; and this 
was his hour of ecstasy. The moment that wab 
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to crown him was near, and there before his 
eyes, to gloat over, to punish, were all except 
one of his enemies. It was a time that paid for 
all. 

Once more, in the council hall, as well as 
below, where, the few objectors having been 
overcome, the people waited patiently, there 
was silence; and the man who had brought this 
thing to pass — ^the acting if not the thinking 
head of the conspiracy — stood moodily apart, 
reluctant to utter the words that would end his 
brief interregnum and make De Sallet king. 

The Frenchman was not popular, and there 
was one chance in many that the people would 
not ratify their leader's choice. Ramiro almost 
hoped that it would be so, yet his promise drove 
him forward, and, although he delayed the evil 
time, he knew that it must come at last. It 
was a movement of the woman that, disturbing 
his mood of self -absorption, recalled him sharply 
to the task that remained. Through all of the 
confusion that accompanied the achievement of 
the coup she had been quiet and self-contained, 
but now she sprang up and leaned out of the 
window as if looking for some one, and a mo- 
ment later came to sit again beside Belsham, 
muttwing something that he could not under- 
stand. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF ANDORRA. 161 

*'Why not?" she asked. **They love him 
well." A wave of color broke on her cheek, 
and she threw a glance of defiance across the 
hall 

''Brothers," said Eamiro, as he sprang upon 
the platform and hurled the table to the floor, 
''our liberty is achieved." 

It was pure vanity that led him to speak 
thence instead of through one of the windows to 
the crowd beneath. A hxmdred times he had 
pictured himself the savior of his people, pro- 
claiming their freedom from the tribune that 
had been the throne-place of wrong. He set 
his foot upon it as if upon the neck of a shame- 
ful past, and his clear, high-pitched voice, fill- 
ing the great hall, was heard by many of the 
men outside. 

"Hush I" they said. "Eamiro speaks!" 

"Our liberty is achieved; but, to preserve it, 
we must have a ruler who will deal justly with 
us and make laws that will insure the same 
rights to all. In overthrowing a bad govern- 
ment we have done well, but all of our labors 
have been in vain unless a good one is es- 
tablished in its stead. To secure to ourselves 
and to those who come after us the blessings 
we long for we must choose a king." 

The Syndic burst through the guards and 
rushed toward the speaker. 
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**A kingl" he cried, in a voice of thunder. 
A king! You will be slaves. Your lives 
will be his, and your all. Kill us if you must; 
violate the laws you seem to hate so much; but, 
for your own sake and your children's, choose 
not a king!" 

Twenty muskets were levelled at him. **K 
he speaks again, fire!" commanded Bamiro, 
and Jaime was driven again into the comer 
and silenced. 

"Speak!" shouted the people. "Speak! 
Ramiro, and tell us who will be king." 

"That is for you, not for me," he shouted in 
reply. "It is for me to propose, for you to de- 
cide; I am your mouth-piece only." 

"Good! Good!" they cried. "We will make 
you king; we will make Ramiro king." 

De Sallet sprang to his feet in dismay, and 
the Andorran paused to laugh at him. 

"Not I," he answered — "not I, norLaurentio, 
nor Juan, nor any Andorran. We must have a 
foreigner." 

"He is right," they said one to another, "he 
is always right. Go on, Ramiro; tell us why 
we must have a foreigner." 

De Sallet made no further pretense of indiflPer- 
ence, but came into the middle of the room and 
drank m the sweetness of every word. Wait- 
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ing, she hardly knew for what, the woman had 
risen and stood confronting him, and Chance, 
the third element in the problem, played over 
Laurentio's shifting, undecided mind. 

** We must have a foreigner foi* king," pur- 
sued Eamiro, stumbling as he came to the last 
part of his oration. "There are roads to build, 
and mines to work, and schools to establish, 
and a hundred other things that can be done 
only by a man who knows. ' ' He hung his head 
and finished haltingly: **And is there such a 
man among us?" 

He paused; it seemed as if he would never go 
on. A long silence followed, broken by a sharp 
exclamation from the woman, who strode back 
to Belsham and whispered something in his ear. 

**My God!" he muttered. *'What a 
thought ! It can't succeed. " 

"Try it!" she urged. "Try it! Tou love 
him, don't you?" 

His answer was only a look, but it was 
enough. 

"Try it! It is life to us, and salvation for 
these poor people. Oh, for God's sake," she 
panted, "doit!— do it!" 

Eamiro lifted his head and spiritlessly began 
his concluding words, nodding as he did so to 
Laurentio. "There is such ^ man," he said, 
"and his name is — — '" 
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"Francis Ottiwell!" It was Belsham, who, 
springing out of his seat, uttered these words in 
a low and hesitating tone, but it was not Bels- 
ham who proposed the name to the people. In 
the confusion that followed in the hall Lau- 
rentio's voice was heard above all of the others 
as he gave thanks to God, and before any could 
guess his intention, he leaned out of the window 
and cried : 

"Eejoice! men of Andorra; f or Francees the 
American has been chosen as your king!" 

Juan, surprised, but following blindly his in- 
structions, repeated the name, and led the 
mighty shout that, swelled by the shrill treble 
of the women and children, assaulted the sky; 
and before the echoes had died away another 
cry arose, deeper and more joyous than the first, 
as the people realized what their choice meant 
to them. It was no perfunctory loyalty that 
made them cheer, but love for a strong and 
tender man whom they knew and trusted; nor 
was the enthusiasm aroused by the mention of 
his name confined to those outside of the cham- 
ber. The guards forgot their duty, and crowd- 
ing the protesting conspirators out of their way, 
rushed to the windows to add their cries to those 
of their brothers below; and far in advance of 
all was the woman who had worked this won- 
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der. A few OBly of the thousands on the 
ground were silent, through doubt or affection 
for the ancient system, and even these were car- 
ried off their feet when, in a voice hoarse from 
laughing and crying, Laurentio sounded the 
first solemn notes of the national hymn. Many 
of the women and not a few of the older men 
knelt down and prayed while the others sang 
out their joy, and when the song was ended it 
could no longer be said that Andorra lacked a 
national existence. It was at this moment, 
when the people, exhausted by their emotions, 
were wondering what could follow such a time 
of happiness, that a man who was standing on 
higher ground than the rest, exclaimed : 

"The king is coming!" 

And in truth Ottiwell had just then left the 
inn. At sight of him they were half -crazed. 

Moved by an irresistible impulse, they sprang 
forward, men, women, and children, the youth- 
ful and the aged, and ran toward him. Scarcely 
a hundred yards separated them from the object 
of their love, who stood open-mouthed, unable to 
explain the cause of the excitement, and dis- 
posed to think that they must suddenly have 
gone mad. Before he could speak he was sur- 
rounded and lifted, despite his struggles, upon 
the shoulders of two brawny Andorrans; then, 
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shouting, laughing and shrieking, they turned 
back toward the capitol, and as he was borne 
along he heard himself proclaimed King of 
Andorra. He strove to speak, but they would 
not listen, and he resigned himself to his fate. 
Sweeping on, they brought him to the entrance 
of the House of Government, and at the head 
of a struggling mob he was forced up the stairs 
and into the hall, which was at once filled by 
those who followed. The crush was so great 
that his two enemies were swept back against 
the wall; only the platform was left xmoccupied, 
and, pushed upon that by a dozen eager hands, 
he stood in amazement, gazing at the tumult. 

*'In God's name, what does this mean?" he 
asked, when he had recovered his breath. 

A great burst of happy laughter went up 
from his subjects, but the answer to his ques- 
tion came from his friends, who had forced 
their way to him. And was this Armin the 
imperturbable—this little man who seemed 
transfigured? 

**It means that the people have chosen you 
king," he answered. 

"But I don't understand " 

**There'snotime to tell you now. Accept; 
we are in great danger otherwise." 

Ottiwell stood helpless while the people mur- 
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mured at his silence. *'Let the king speak!" 
they shouted; and those below took up the cry. 

*'For God's sake, don't hesitate," breathed 
Belsham in his ear. *'They want you and no 
one else; we can explain it to you afterward." 

**Do you say that it's all right?" asked Otti- 
well earnestly. 

**Yes — ^ten thousand times, yes. Tell them: 
there's danger in a mob. Come, I will, if you 
won't. Men of Andorra, your king will be 
your king, and he decrees that in future he shall 
be known as Francis I." 

"And last!" shouted a furious voice from 
the rear of the hall. 

A shot rang out and a bullet whistled past 
Ottiwell's head as De Sallet, whose revolver was 
struck up by a blow froin behind, fired at his 
enemy ; and almost at the same moment Samiro 
was struggling in the grasp of three of his coun- 
trymen, as, with drawn knife, he attempted to 
pass through the crowd and reach Ottiwell. In 
the excitement that prevailed the latter hardly 
realized that he had been fired on, and he had 
no time to inquire who had shot, for Belsham 
was drawing him toward the nearest window. 
The love he saw in the faces that looked up at 
him told him that he was indeed their king, 
and he hesitated no longer, but, stretching out 
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his hands for silence, spoke words that they 
strained their ears to hear. 

**My friends," he said gently — **my people — 
I cannot refuse the gift of love. If you wish 
me you shall have me. Bear with my faults; 
and with your help and God's I will bring no 
shame on you." 

He broke oflE abruptly at sight of Petronila 
standing in the open doorway of the Syndic's 
house. 

Exhausted by her vigil, the girl had slept 
until she was awakened by the people's cheers, 
when, supposing only that the day's festivities 
had begun, she attempted once more to sleep. 
A few minutes later she heard her lover's 
name, and, running to the window, drew back 
the curtain and witnessed the triumphal proces- 
sion that ended at the House of Government; 
then, understanding nothing except that some 
crisis was at hand, she dressed and hurried 
down the stair. At the door she stopped to 
listen to her lover's words, yet still she could 
not comprehend. A moment after Juan came 
up to her. 

"The king wants you," he said gruflly. 

**The king I" she exclaimed. "There is no 
kingl" 

"That's a — you're mistaken; he's up therein 
the window." 
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**Why, that is only the Senyor Francees,'' 
she returned, with a happy little laugh. 

* 'You're wrong again; that's Francees the 
King — your king and mine. Come on, girl; 
don't you see him motioning to you?" 

The people fell back to give them passage 
and they were soon in the crowded council-hall, 
where Ottiwell met them at the door. "My 
darling I" he murmured, his blond mustache 
almost brushing her hair, **I'm so glad you 
have come." 

She looked at him in wide-eyed siurprise. **I 
don't understand," she said. 

**He's the king," said Juan, with rough im- 
patience. ** Can't you get that through your 
head? I've told you twice before." 

"There is no king in Andorra,'* she answered 
him; "we have a Syndic and a Coimcil." 

"We had, you mean," grinned Juan. 
"They're " 

"Not dead I" she cried, catching at his arm. 
"Oh, don't tell me that my father is dead I" 

There was the sound of a struggle on the op- 
posite side of the hall, and her father, escaping 
from his guards, stumbled across the floor 
toward her. 

"Not dead," he groaned, "but worse; beaten 
and threatened and treated like a dog." 
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"And bound 1 Who has dared to do this 
thing? Not he!" she cried, indicating her 
lover. 

"No, he was not here; it was some of these 
curs,** and he pointed toward the group behind 
him. 

"Stop!" commanded Ottiwell, as one of the 
men made a threatening movement. "Put 
down your gim.'* The order was obeyed. 
"Now, give me a knife, some one.** He cut 
the scarf that bound the Syndic's hands and re- 
tiurned the knife to its owner. "This man is 
my friend,** he continued. "See that no harm 
comes to him. Petronila ** 

"Will no one tell me what this means?** she 
asked, groping her way toward the truth. 

"Senyorita — ** said Belsham. 

"No, I will tell,** the Syndic grated out. 
"The Republic is dead; the members of the 
Council have been deposed, and I — But what 
are my private griefs compared to the awful 
fact that these madmen, as a first step toward 
their destruction, have turned their backs on the 
way of their fathers and chosen a king!'* 

She had kept her eyes fixed on OttiwelPs face, 
but now she looked past him to where his 
friends stood with the Englishwoman. 

"It is true, then,*' she muttered, with lips 
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from which all life had rushed away; "it is 
true, then, and you are the king?" 

*'It is true," he answered, wondering at her 
manner. 

She stepped to her father*s side and took his 
hand before she spoke again. * 'A message came 
to me from the king, and I am here. What 
has he to say to his subject?'' 

Her lover sent her a glance that even then 
made her heart leap. 

*'Not my subject, never that — ^my queen, as 
long as I have life, and after. Senyor Padez," 
he said to the Syndic, "there is a way to end all 
strife. Give me your daughter for my wife, 
that she may rule with me over her father's 
land." 

He heard nothing of the deep murmur of as- 
tonishment that arose from the crowd about 
him, and, placed as he was, he could not see the 
dying look that came over the Englishwoman's 
face. The sweet night rose before him and his 
eyes grew moist. 

But whose voice was this that answered, so 
indignant, strained, and loud? 

"The people have heard their king — now let 
them hear my answer : You were a stranger, 
but we made you welcome, bade you into our 
homas, gave you our friendship. And how 
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have you repaid us? By a base betrayal of our 
trust and the destruction of my country's liber- 
ties!'' 

"Petronila!" he cried in anguish. 

"I would not wed you if you were a hundred 
times a king!" 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

INTO OUTER DARKNESS. 

*'It was the will of God!" said Laurentio 
solemnly. 

The day was old, and the people, wearied by 
their merry-making, had gone to their homes. 
Seated around the table in the council hall, a 
few of the actors in the drama of surprises that 
had been enacted that morning were holding 
what Belsham called a Council of State. That 
amiable idler himself, in total disregard of 
courtly proprieties, had placed himself at the 
head of the board, and, if the truth must be 
told, had usurped the functions of every office 
within a monarch's gift. Ottiwell, thus rele- 
gated to a subordinate position, sat away from 
the table, thoughtfully pulling at his mustache, 
while opposite to him were Armin and Juan. 
The cripple made the fifth of the party. 

*'It was the will of God! Could any man 
have foretold that it would happen so? I hated 
him, the Frenchman, for his wickedness, cav- 
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aller, and from the moment I came into this 
chamber my mind was hunting some way to 
thwart him, but in my shortsightedness I 
deemed the plot too perfect to be defeated. But 
God intervened — yes, God — through you, 
cavalier," he said to Belsham, "and I was 
spared the sin I shrank from. The will of God !" 

**The will of woman," said Belsham lightly. 
"You flatter me, my friend, when you suppose 
me capable of seeing through such a puzzle. I 
said two words, a woman did the head-work." 

Ottiwell looked up quickly, passing his hand 
over his forehead as if to smooth away a frown. 

"A woman?" he asked. "Madame " 

"Just so," said Belsham. "As Laurent io 
tells the story it was a beautiful plot — so simple 
and so perfect. But after four men had labori- 
ously put it together, along came a woman, not 
deep, of course, nor possessing one-tenth of the 
acuteness of the master, man, and understand- 
ing the whole thing by intuition, upset it with 
two words. Though, to be sure," he added, 
more thoughtfully, "luck was on her side." 

"Luck," growled Juan, "is of the Devil." 

"Exactly. And woman — not half -bad, upon 
my soul!" 

"It was the will of God," persisted the crip- 
ple; "working through a woman, perhaps, 
but—'* 
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**0h, come nowl" said Belsham, as if depre- 
cating the Deity's wisdom in His choice of an 
agent. *'And yet," he continued, a moment 
after, '*the thing has worked itself out strangely. 
Do you remember our supper, Ottiwell, before 
we left New York, and the jokes we cracked 
about our trip? By Jove!** he shouted, bring- 
ing his hand down on the table with a crash, 
**they have come true. For aren't you King of 
Andorra, and ain*t I your Secretary of State 
(self-appointed, to be sure), and isn't the major 
— major,'' he went on, glancing humorously at 
Arm in, "where are your forces?'* 

'*I sent 'em home and told 'em to go to bed," 
answered the soldier, who since his truce with 
the New Yorker, could make as well as take a 
joke. **I was afraid if they stayed here a gun 
might go oflE " 

•*And stampede them, eh?" laughed Bel- 
sham. *'But the rest of the joke — Otti well's 
queen — Forgive me, old fellow I" he ex- 
claimed, as his friend made a gesture of min- 
gled impatience and suffering; "I didn't think, 
I didn't remember." 

'*That part of the joke," said Ottiwell evenly, 
**will not come true. Shall we have the pris- 
oners brought in?" 

lie did not listen to Belsbam's answer; for 
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the moment he was deaf to all voices but one, 
and blind to every face save hers, who, he was 
certain, would look on him no more with kind- 
ness. For words had passed between them that 
day that could hardly be recalled. He had fol- 
lowed her to her father's house, and there, for- 
getting his pride, had urged her to keep her 
pledge. He came away as he went, hopeless 
and scorned; and his deep anger had by degrees 
given way to an obstinate determination to 
justify his course by events. To all of his 
prayers and arguments she had but one answer .• 
**You have slain my country." 

Slain what was sleeping, languid, what had 
had the merest existence for a thousand years ! 
It was no fault of his, he truly enough told him- 
self , that he was chosen to reign over this mori- 
bund toy state, and he would rule so as to jus- 
tify the wisdom of the people's choice. A wise 
absolutism, steering between the dangerous ex- 
tremes of too much liberty and too little; the im- 
mediate and persistent development of the land's 
natural resources; the creation of an education- 
al system that would not content itself with the 
instruction of the young but would enlighten as 
well their equally ignorant eldei-s — ^these were 
but a few of the changes that had at once sprung 
into being in his practical American paind; ^n4 
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he had abeady pledged himself to give of his 
best to make of this archaic race a people pro- 
gressive and happy. Looking far down the 
future he saw them as he would have them, 
simple yet enlightened, and himself their friend 
and leader, rather than their monarch, deriving 
all of his fame as a ruler from their own excel- 
lences. It was a generous thought, but some- 
how it did not satisfy. Always, whether con- 
sciously or not, he saw a face as he had seen it 
in the moonlight, and knew that he would never 
be truly fortunate until it should once more 
wear the same look. 

"Yes, you may bring in the prisoners, Juan," 
he said, as he awoke to the fact that some one 
had been talking to him, "Let us be done with 
it; 1 am tired." 

Armin shook his head angrily, muttering, 
"D — d shame I'* but whether he referred to Otti- 
welPs inattention to his words, or to something 
else, he did not explain; and the new monarch, 
having dropped his head into his hands, did not 
raise it again until he was admonished by the 
sound of feet coming from the inner room where 
De Sallet had been confined, and the slamming 
of the door, that Juan had obeyed his orders. 

Surrounded by a dozen guards, his hands tied 
behind his back, his clothing disordered and 
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tore, De Sallet paused a moment on the thres- 
hold until his eyes had become accustomed to 
the brighter light of the hall, and then came 
forward, walking with an impatient step that 
expressed as fully as could words the hatred 
that filled every vein to bursting ; and behind 
him was Ramiro, with a face as dully expres- 
sionless as the other's was anger-mottled. 
When the two were first arrested it was the 
Frenchman who was dazed and speechless and 
his companion who was loudly abusive, but 
during the hours of their confinement they had 
exchanged moods. Before either spoke the least 
astute reader of human character could have 
predicted of the one that he would be violent, 
and of the other that he was too stunned to 
engage even in a quarrel of words. 

"Here they are, master," said Juan, as he 
motioned to his prisoners to stop. But De Sallet 
strode on until he was at arm's length from 
Ottiwell. 

"My — jailer," he said, with an insolent air. 

"Yes," said Ottiwell mildly, "your jailer — 
and your judge. Untie his hands, Juan, and 
you, men, cock your pieces, and if he offers me 
violence unload them into his body." 

"Your ropes cut deep," said De Sallet, rub- 
bing his reddened wrists against each other. 
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**But not as deep there as here,^^ said Juan, 
with a significant gesture toward his throat. 

In spite of his hardihood, De Sallet shuddered. 

'*You need not turn pale, M. Do Sallet, "said 
his judge, with a .feint smile and a reproving 
shake of his head to Juan. "There will be no 
hanging in your case." De Sallet threw back 
his head and breathed more freely. "There 
will be no trial. But there will be a sentence 
— banishment." 

"Banishment!" cried De Sallet and Belsham 
together. "Banishment from Andorra?" the 
latter added. 

"Banishment," repeated Ottiwell. 

"Oh, but, Ottiwell — " remonstrated his 
friend. 

"This is a small country," continued Otti- 
well, not heeding the interruption — "too small 
for you and me to occupy it together. It is 
within my power to exact of you any penalty I 
choose — even your life — but I naturally shrink 
from that. Two miles above Saldeu is the 
French boundary, and a mile below San Julian, 
the Spanish. Choose your route; some of my 
men will go with you and see that you cross the 
line; but, once across, you return at your peril." 

"And if I do return," sneered De Sallet, re- 
covering his courage when he learned that no 
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harm was to be done to him — *'if I dare to pol- 
lute this sacred air with my breath — if, not con- 
tent with leaving you in possession of two 
women, I come back to claim from you one of 

them what, then, is to be my fate, great 

king?" 

"Master," asked Juan eagerly, "shall I tell 
the men to pull?" 

"Be quiet, Juan." 

"Yes, be quiet!" cried De Sallet. "Be 
quiet, all, while 1 tell you what I shall do. I 
go, of course; I should be a fool not to go. 
Your men will thrust me out; then let them 
watch to see that I do not come back; by night 
and day let them watch — the roads into France 
and Spain and the paths into the mountains; 
the streams and the very clouds that feed them. 
For I shall come back ! — soon or late you will 
see me here and think of this hour. Oh, I hate 
you 1 In forty years^ of life you are the only 
man who has ever humiliated me. Small won- 
der that I hate you. Beaten at sword-play and 
robbed of a kingdom " 

His utterance thickened so much that he 
could no longer be understood. 

"Come, then," said Ottiwell solemnly, "for 
by the God whose existence you deny, you 
come to your death 1" 
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"I'll come ! And you shall see me once more 
before I die — before you diel In the hour of 
your greatest triumph, when you sleep, and 
your friends are near you, you'll open your eyes 
and see me — so ! Hating you ! Spitting in your 
face before I strike you down! Shrieking my 
curses in your ears before they are deaf to every 
sound 1 Kicking your body before all the feel- 
ing " 

And then the door that led to the stairway 
closed on him as, at a sharp command from 
Ottiwell, the soldiers drove him before them 
from the hall; yet even after he had reached the 
stable below his voice came up to them through 
the oaken floor until at length excess of anger 
made his ravings unintelligible. 

' * And this is a man 1' ' said Belsham. * * When 
the veneering's rubbed off — and it's mighty 
thin — what a coarse animal grain there is be- 
neath 1" 

Ottiwell did not reply. He was walking the 
floor with his hands behind his back and his 
head carried forward in deep thought, insensi- 
ble to what went on around him. Presently, in 
turning, he foimd himself face to face with 
Ramiro. 

**Anotherl" he said, sighing. "But of a 
different stripe, I hope. Untie him, Juan, and 
give him a chair; he is weak." 
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The young Andorran refused the offered seat 
with a painful movement of one of his newly 
liberated hands. 

"I will not sit," he said, in a low voice. 

Ottiwell looked at him searchingly. 

"And are you, too, my enemy, Eamiro?'* he 
asked. 

' * I was this morning, ' ' came the slow answer, 
"for then I thought — no matter what I thought. 
A liar told me evil things of you and I believed 
him. You mean her well, cavalier?" he asked, 
turning suddenly on Ottiwell. **You would 
not harm her? She is my cousin; I have the 
right to ask it." His head fell low on his 
breast. *'And I love herl" he murmured. 

''Good Lord! here's another," quoth Bel- 
sham, after the manner of the chorus in a Greek 
play. 

Ottiwell's glance was one of mingled pity 
and inquiry, but he did not deign to answer the 
other's question or to discuss the subject of it. 

*'You would not harm me now, Eamiro," he 
said at length. 

"No," said the Andorra ngravely, "I would 
not harm you — now." 

"Then stay in your own country; stay to 
help me in my work for your people; stay to be 
my friend." 
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But as Ramiro had refused a chair, so now 
he refused the American's hand. 

'*It cannot be, cavalier,'* he said slowly, "I 
stay, since you permit it. I will not annoy you 
— nor her. If she loved you! — but she has said 
that she does not. I will not harm you, then, 
I promise you that. But two men who love 
the same woman can never be friends." 

The sunny smile on Belsham's face as he 
looked at his monarch was a sufficient contra- 
diction of this statement, without the almost 
imperceptible shaking of his head. 

Ottiwell hastily drew back his hand. 

'*As you wish, then, cavalier," he said, adopt- 
ing the formal address of his rival. Then he 
turned to those who still sat around the table. 
'*Our meeting is over, gentlemen; let us go;" 
and, leaving the Andorran, he descended to the 
stable, whence, bidding Juan to follow him 
with the prisoner, he proceeded into the street. 
When the little party had overtaken him out- 
side he stopped. 

"Juan," said he, looking away from De 
Sallet, **you will first bind this man's hands 
with your scarf; then with two men you will 
conduct him to the Spanish frontier; there, 
nfter untying his hands, you will leave him 
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and return to me to report what you have done. 
Do you understand?" 

"Yes, master, yes; it's easy enough." 

**Tell him," continued Ottiweil, "that to- 
morrow his belongings will be sent to him at 
Urgel." 

"Urgell" muttered the Frenchman. 

"There he may get them; but, on his life, I 
warn him not to cross again into Andorra." 

"Yet I shall come again," said De Sallet, to 
whom something seemed to have restored his 
devilish cleverness. "Adieu, M. Ottiweil; 
your indirect discourse is charming; it makes 
me think of my antediluvian days, my Latin 
lesson, and all that. Adieu, messieurs; it is 
but a little while we shall be parted I" 

Night comes with tardy steps in the Pyrene- 
an valleys, but, when it comes, strikes at the 
day with sure and sudden hand. A moment 
before the heights had been tremulous with 
light, but now shadows, at first faint, then 
bluely and increasingly persistent, stole down 
the side of the mountain. The moon was late; 
the night would be dark; and the way that led 
along the precipices toward Urgel was not too 
safe even for day travel. Ottiweil followed his 
prisoner to where the road ran down into the 
meadows and stood looking after him, undo- 
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cided whether to recall him or to let him go on. 
A light touch fell on his arm and he turned to 
gaze into Laurentio's troubled eyes. 

**He will come back," said the cripple, with 
sad conviction. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

IN TIME OF PBACB. 

That the reign of Francis, the First of his 
name and house, has not been celebrated by 
modem historians does not argue much for the 
research of historians as a class; for the curious, 
straying but a few steps from the beaten paths 
of European travel, might have seen in An- 
dorra, in the year 189-, the operations of a 
system that in these days of legislative checks 
upon the executive power is practically extinct. 

Ottiwell was, in very truth, as he had promised 
to be, King of Andorra; ruler, lawmaker, and 
judge, in one; a benevolent dictator, doing all 
things well. And this was due partly to de- 
sign, partly to circumstance. He had at first a 
natural desire to revise the ancient laws of the 
little kingdom, conserving the good and de- 
stroying the bad, intending, when the compila- 
tion should be completed, to publish it to his 
people as their rule of conduct; but, as time 
went on and he busied himself more and more 
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with schemes of public improvement, the idea 
faded from his mind, and thenceforth he acted 
as he thought best for the welfare of those who 
had committed themselves to his charge. His 
will was the supreme law of the land. If, as 
rarely happened, two of his subjects had a 
difference that elsewhere would have been set- 
tled in the courts, he called them before him, 
and, after hearing their stories, decided it forth- 
with without appeal; and, strange to say, this 
practice was satisfactory to suitors, who, hav- 
ing come to dispute, frequently went away 
reconciled, loudly praising their king's wisdom 
and moderation. 

In time, doubtless, there would have been 
parties, but in the beginning there was but one 
party — ^the king's. Yet the revolution had not 
been in vain. The right of primogeniture was 
abolished, and property descended equally to the 
children of a deceased parent, with a proper 
provision for the surviving husband or wife. 
The redress of grievances was not relegated to 
subordinate officers of the crown nor to any 
coimcil or governing body, but was reserved to 
the king himself, who considered promptly and 
decided without delay. Here was personal 
government at its best, for it was government 
by a ruler wiser and better than €iny of his sub- 
jects. 
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Nevertheless, it was rather democratic than 
monarchical. Ottiwell had taken up his resi- 
dence with his two friends in the smaller room 
adjoining the council hall. There he spent such 
part of his time as he was indoors, and there, 
the people soon learned, they were welcome 
with their complaints or their counsel. There 
was no ceremony, no bodyguard, nor throne, 
nor attempt at display. If an Andorran wished 
to see the king he had only to go to the House 
of Government, mount the ancient stairs, and 
walk into the council hall, where, working at a 
table, were three men. To approach the tallest 
of the three and to call him ** Cavalier" was 
sufficient to insure his attention and a patient 
hearing. 

The place was free to all who chose to enter. 
As the suitor explained the object of his visit his 
words might be lost in the shrill screams of 
children who, in their play, had invaded the hall, 
and as often as otherwise Ottiwell would excuse 
himself for a moment to romp with his unin- 
vited guests before thrusting them in mock 
anger outside, and closing the door. No fur- 
nishing had been disturbed or replaced by any- 
thing of newer pattern. The massive oak chest, 
protected by its six locks, still sat on the floor 
and still withheld its secret; for, though he had 



Digitized by 



Google 



TEE KING OF ANDOBBA. 189 

all of the keys, he would not open it. The 
clumsy benches still lined the walls, and the 
table that was always covered with a litter of 
papers — improvised maps and drawings, for the 
most part — was the same that had done duty for 
so many generations. But the hall had a dif- 
ferent character. Human beings lived there 
€ind worked for the good of others. 

Formalism had no place in it. It seemed 
lighter and filled with a purer air. Well might 
the pictured Christ on the wall seem to smile 
His blessings upon the workers and the work. 

At the time of the revolution the grain harvest 
was well over, and the remainder of the warm 
season was before the people, with nothing to 
occupy their leisure except the care of their 
herds and vineyards. Four hundred of the six 
hundred men in the national militia Ottiwell 
turned into road-makers, and, under Armin's 
direction, put them to work upon the road to the 
French frontier. In another year the lead £ind 
silver mines, which he had claimed as a mo- 
nopoly for the benefit of the people, would be 
open and bringing in an income sufficient to 
defray the expense of road-building, but in the 
meantime he charged himself with it. 

^^Uetat, &est mo%^^ he said laughingly to 
Belsham, when the latter remonstrated with 
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him. "It's only fair that I should pay when I 
get all of the honor." So the work when on. 
It was his intention to build a broad, safe car- 
riage-way to connect with the network of per- 
fect roads beyond the French boundary, and 
when travel was rendered easy, to make a 
pleasure place — a hotel and baths combined — 
which should be the despair of Europe. No 
gaming-tables would find room in this palace of 
delights; but the novelty of the valley, its fresh 
air, its quaintness, €ind its incomparable min- 
eral baths could be depended on to bring thither 
thousands of tourists yearly. There would be 
American physicians in attendance, and a small 
theater, where his people could receive that in- 
struction without which all education is incom- 
plete. 

For the youth of the land he determined to 
erect handsome school houses and to install in 
each an American teacher, who would at the 
same time learn Catalan and teach English. 
His plans were daring, but quite possible. Any- 
thing is possible when a man is young and en- 
thusiastic, and, with a half -million at his com- 
mand, has mountains of silver to mine from. 
So, planning, working, and hoping for better 
things, he lived down his first keen disappoint- 
ment at losing Petronila, and saw July become 
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August, and August fade into a calm Septem- 
ber; and still his people were atpeacje and there 
had been no sign of De Sallet. 

During all this time Armin was in his native 
element. Nominated by his friend, more in 
jest than in earnest, commander-in-chief of the 
national forces, he had taken the matter seri- 
ously, and besides the work of road-making, 
which was conducted as nearly as possible under 
military discipline, his whole time was given to 
the reorganization of the army. Twice a week 
the six hundred were drilled in the meadow at 
Andorra, where, for the first time in their lives, 
the men received some idea of military forma- 
tions. A simple manual of arms was taught 
them, and they spent one day out of twenty at 
target practice. Ottiwell promised also that, 
when the profits from the mines should justify 
the expenditure, he would buy a thousand rifles 
of modem manufacture. 

** Although I don't see why you are making 
such warlike preparations," he objected, when 
the soldier urged him to purchase the weapons 
immediately. **We are at peace with the 
whole world.'' 

Armin shook his head. "De Sallet will 
come back," he answered. 

''But he is one man, not an army." 
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**Yes, but " 

"Have your way, major — ^have your way.'* 

And he bad it, to bis own great deligbt and 
tbat of tbe women and cbildren, wbo, after tbe 
manner of tbeir kind, loved tbe noise and pomp 
of military preparations. Tbougb slow to learn 
and stolid almost to tbe point of stupidity, tbe 
Andorrans bad in tbem tbe making of magnifi- 
cent soldiers. Tbeir life in tbe open air, tbeir 
powers of endurance, and tbeir accomplisb- 
ments in tbe arts of tbe cbase made tbem dis- 
dainful of fatigue under wbicb ordinary men 
would bave fainted, and it was no unusual oc- 
currence for tbem to beg, after many bours of 
exbausting drill, tbat tbe exercise migbt be con- 
tinued — a circumstance, as tbeir commander 
dryly remarked, wbicb was witbout a parallel in 
tbe annals of warfare. At last, baving tired of 
maneuvers tbat, bowever excellent, were wit- 
nessed by no one competent to admire tbem, be 
determined to employ bis men in military works 
of a more practical cbaracter tban road-build- 
ing. 

"Every country bas fortifications," be ob- 
served one day to Ottiwell. "Suppose we 
build some;" and Ottiwell, wbo was deep in 
plans for a National University, to be estab- 
lisbed after some of his subjects learned to read 
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and write, unthinkingly assented; whereupon 
the soldier commenced the construction of his 
Chinese Walls. 

It was Belsham who, on first seeing the plans, 
so named the new defenses; it was Belsham, 
now grown Armin's fastest friend, who became 
so enthusiastic over the project that he volim- 
teered to superintend the work of construction, 
and who caused so many stones to be put in the 
wi'ong places that Armin, quite facetious and 
(wonderful to relate) not in the least angry, de- 
clared that he had made a Chinese Puzzle; it 
was Belsham who gave the same reason for 
building ihe walls that the soldier had had in 
mind from the first. 

"De Sallet will come back," said he, "but 
these, with a guard, will keep him out;" to 
which Ottiwell replied, with some vexation, 
that things had come to a pretty pass when a 
nation was obliged to build walls to protect it- 
self against one man. But Armin, Belsham, 
Juan, Laurentio — all, indeed, of his friends — 
were against him, and he at length consented to 
let the work go on. 

Andorra was a river and six valleys. On the 
north a single pass led into France; on the 
south the narrow gorge of the Valira afforded a 
passage for men and horses, but not for wagons, 
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into Spain. Ways other than these into or out 
of the country there were none. The mountains 
that rose on every side were impassable; the 
stream was too swift to be navigable. Even 
the six valleys were shut off from one another 
by mountains, at the base of which ran the nar- 
row path that was the country's one highway. 
Above were walls of rock; below, the river 
rushed. Only a wall across the path was 
needed to make it impossible for a man to enter 
or leave Andorra without the permission of its 
ruler; and this wall— or rather, these walls, 
since there must be one at either boundary — ^the 
soldier determined to build. Within two weeks 
after the commencement of the work a half- 
holiday of the laborers engaged upon it cele- 
brated its completion. 

Just where tradition located the French and 
Spanish boundaries Armin put his walls, which 
nothing short of artillery could batter down, 
since they were ten feet high and eighteen 
inches thick. At intervals of several feet there 
were two rows of portholes, and at the path 
there was an opening wide enough to permit 
the passage of a horse and rider, while near by 
the soldier caused a huge pile of loose stones to 
be made, **to fill up the hole, if we are ever 
attacked," he told OttiwelL 
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**Major, this isn't the Middle Age," said the 
king, somewhat impatiently. 

"Humph!" said the warrior, almost choking 
on his plate of false teeth, which, in his agita- 
tion, he drew down into his mouth, and he 
walked away to tell his troubles to Belsham, 
who sympathized with him to his heart's con- 
tent, and who thought the whole proceeding de- 
lightfully romantic and quite in keeping with 
the mediaeval character of the adventure. 

"But I'll have my way or die!" said the 
commander-in-chief to the admiring Secretary 
of State. 

And, as before, he had it— this time to the 
extent of causing one of his men to chisel 
roughly on each of the walls that it was erected 
A.D.189-, by John Armin, late major in H. B. 
M. forces, for Francis I., King of Andorra, as 
a protection against that monarch's foreign 
enemies; bringing Ottiwell to see one of the 
inscriptions when it was completed, and point- 
ing it out to him with a grim satisfaction that 
even exceeded Belsham's mirth. And on the 
next day he established a guard of ten men at 
each of the walls, with orders to let no one pass 
without first subjecting him to an examination 
that would satisfy the officer in charge that no 
harm could result from admitting him; this 
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guard, relieved every twenty-four hours, kept 
watch night and day. And in all this Armin, 
like many another man, builded better than he 
knew. 

The three friends thus engrossed in the duties 
of their several positions (Belsham's duty be- 
ing, apparently, to criticize iJie work of the 
others), the two months had flowed by as if 
they were but two days. Only the Syndic, with 
his implacable hatred of the new order, and 
Ottiwell, Ramiro and the two women, unhappy 
love gnawing at their hearts, marked the pas- 
sage of time. The people had gone military 
mad and were so enamored of drilling and road- 
making that the work of the pasture and the 
vineyard would have been left undone if Otti- 
well had not finally issued imperative orders 
that not to exceed one-half of the army should 
be absent from their homes at one time. 

A dozen inns sprang up at the capital to ac- 
commodate the people who flocked there from 
all of the parishes to watch the progress of the 
men in military arts and to see their handsome 
young king with the yellow hair. All was 
color, bustle, life, noise; the Andorran renais- 
sance was come. Even the members of the old 
Council and the two deposed Viguiers caught 
the spirit of the time and became Ottiwell's 
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warmest supporters, applauding him as the 
greatest ruler the land had ever known. The 
priests had not been molested. All of them 
seemed to be well affexjted toward the new gov- 
ernment, and Pare Andres out-Belshamed the 
Secretary of State himself in sounding the king's 
praises. So fulsome, indeed, did his flattery in 
private conversation become that Ottiwell began 
to consider the advisability of being **not at 
home" when the priest came to the House of 
Government. 

But the Syndic never faltered in his hatred of 
king and kingdom, and conceded nothing to the 
revolution that had swept him from his place. 
The father and daughter, though surrounded by 
the movements that have been outlined, were 
impervious to the ardor that created them. 
They lived alone, and after a time forgotten 
by most, in the great house that once had been 
the center of the little country's life; the outer 
doors were always shut, the windows always 
curtained; the Syndic seemed to endeavor to 
exclude the very light that served for the royal- 
ists. At times, though rarely, Petronila came 
out to take the air, and Ottiwell saw her; twice 
she passed him in the street, but on neither oc- 
casion did she make the slightest sign to indicate 
that she knew him. The rich color was gone 
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from her cheek; her tall figure drooped pathet- 
ically; she had suffered^ nay, was suifering 
still, but her pride and her resentment, twin 
crutches to outraged love, sustained her. And 
Ottiwell, too, was suflfering. His work suflSced 
to fill the days, but with the evening hours 
came memories that nothing could drive away. 
Even the diplomacy and tact and rich womanli- 
ness of Madame De Sainte Velay, the perfiune 
of voluptuousness that she exhaled, the potent 
grace of a Mistress of Arts who was determined 
to please, availed him nothing. 

Abandoning her intention to depart, the Eng- 
lishwoman stayed on. The proprieties were 
appeased by the presence of a stupid Andorran 
girl whom she kept with her at the inn, and the 
curiosity of the people by telling half the truth. 
She had not approved of her brother's mad de- 
signs, she told the women; they had quarreled 
and he had gone away, when the winter came 
and she was restored to health she would follow. 
It was a faulty story, which, coming to Petro- 
nila's ears, did not entirely deceive her; but it 
served as well as another. To be near Otti- 
well, to see him daily, to watch his triumphs, 
to exult over the adoration in which the people 
held him, at times to talk with him, perhaps to 
touch his hand, to dream, to hope — this was 
become the sum of Blanche's existence. 
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Bamiro's fate, self-imposed, was harder than 
that of any of the others. Every one else had 
some companion, but he had no one. Jaime 
and Petronila had turned their backs on him for 
the part he had played in the revolution, and he 
had voluntarily withdrawn from all intercourse 
with Ottiwell and his subjects. To add to his 
loneUness, his sister died. His inheritance 
brought him no joy, nor increase of useful re- 
sponsibility. His cattle wandered away and 
were lost, his vines went unpicked and his pas- 
tures imcut; he hunted no more, went nowhere, 
spoke to no one, answered no salutation; he did 
not even hate, within his crumbling home he 
sat and brooded. His hair grew long around a 
face from which, once as rosy as Petronila's 
own, all color had drifted out; his shoes were 
imtied and his clothes dirty and uncared for; 
children avoided him and dogs slunk away at 
his approach; the people had already begun to 
speak of him in whispers as the ''mad man;" 
and in truth he was not wholly sane, for the 
ichor of a mad love filled his veins. 

Armin's walls were completed on the 
13th of September. On the morning of the 19th 
Belsham, with one man» set out for Urgel 
to mail letters to OttiwelPs bankers. At the 
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time of bis departure he intended to remain 
away till the next day, but late that night he 
spurred up to the House of Government and 
awakened his friends to tell them a story that at 
first thought seemed incredible. 

Spain was about to conmience war against the 
Kingdom of Andorra. 

The air was full of this news. The people 
talked it openly, and boasted that the country 
would soon be tributary to their own. It was 
rumored that two regiments of infantry and a 
battery of artillery were en route from Barce- 
lona, and it was quite certain that an expedi- 
tion of some sort was in contemplation, for in 
an empty building near the diligence office there 
was an accumulation of military stores, which 
Belsham had himself seen. 

'*But Spain!" exclaimed Ottiwell, hardly 
yet fully awake. *'We have no quarrel with 
her." 

**We soon shall have, I hope,'* said Armin 
cheerfully. **N"ow, Mr. Ottiwell, will you 
think me an old fool for building my walls? I 
felt that there would be trouble of some sort. 
Could Spain sit by and watch a neighbor — ^a 
weak neighbor — effect a change of government? 
It isn't in her. It's a case of the itching palm. " 

**She wants to try her colonial policy on us," 
said Belsham, yawning. 
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"But it's infamous I^' cried Ottiwell. "In- 
famous!" 

"No, it's Spain," said Armin dryly. 

Ottiwell said nothing for a time, but sat on 
the edge of the bed and pulled at his mustache. 
At length he raised his head and asked : 

"Major, how many men will it take to hold 
your wall?'* 

"That's the ticket!" said Belsham, clapping 
him on the shoulder. 

"Two hundred with modern rifles could hold 
it against an army," answered the soldier. 

"Take three hundred and keep the other three 
hundred in reserve south of San Julian. Send 
messengers to every parish with orders for all 
the men to report here as soon after daybreak as 
possible. The first three hundred must reach 
the frontier not later than noon to-morrow. 
Belsham, you will take command of them ; the 
major and I will follow with the others day 
after to-morrow. The Spaniards can't reach 
there before then." 

There was no sleep that night for either of 
the three friends, and there was little for any of 
the people of the valley, for the news of the ex- 
pected invasion traveled fast. Long before 
morning the first expedition under Belsham had 
started for the frontier, and during all of that 
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day the men continued to arrive at the capital. 
Just after sunrise on the 21st a messenger, 
riding a horse that fell dead as he dismounted, 
brought a message from Belsham. Armin 
seized and read it aloud to Ottiwell. 

'*Hurry, boys I'' (wrote Belsham). "The 
Devil is unchained. My spies say that two 
thousand Spaniards are camped just north of 
Urgel. Colonel Basquez, a veteran of the Carl- 
ist war, is in command, and with him are the 
Bishop of Urgel and *' 

"Well?" asked Ottiwell, when the soldier 
stopped and swore. 

"That wreteh, De Sallet!'* 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KINQ OJ^ ANDORRA. 203 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE CHURCH MILITANT. 

At ten minutes of 2 o'clock, in the morning 
of September 21, 189- Belsham, although he 
had not slept, was convinced that life is the 
merriest joke ever perpetrated outside of opera 
bouflFe, and was thrilled with a delightful sense 
of his importance as commander of the Andor- 
ran advance. 

At five minutes past 2 o^clock, in the morning 
of the same day, month, and year^ after he had 
learned that the Spaniards were encamped in 
force less than two miles away, it dawned upon 
him that the business in hand more nearly ap- 
proached tragedy than comedy, and> as he was 
entirely ignorant of military aflPairs, he began 
to long for the coming of Armin and Ottiwell. 
At 8 o'clock his perplexity was at its height, 
for the Spanish troops had advanced to within 
a mile of the wall, their commander had sent 
forward a flag of truce (his own scouts having 
reported to him that the wall was defended) and 
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invited the commander of the Andorrans to a 
conference with the Bishop of Urgel at a place 
equidistant between their lines, and the mes- 
sage to the capital was still imanswered. 

In this emergency the value of Belsham's 
legal training was manifested in the reply he 
sent to the Spanish colonel, objecting to the lat- 
ter's proposal that each of them should be ac- 
companied to the place of meeting by six others. 
Since delay was of the utmost importance, he 
suggested that the number be reduced to two on 
each side, and in this way gained three-quarters 
of an hour; yet his terms were acceded to, and 
still his friends had not come. As a last re- 
source, he determined to go out and meet the 
bishop, and, leaving Laurentio in conmoiand, set 
forth alone, whistling with a gayety that he 
was far from feeling. 

For the first time in his life his self-confidence 
had deserted him. It was one thing, he reflected 
as he walked along, to fight a duel knowing 
nothing of fencing, or to do his duty in the fir- 
ing line, with a cool and experienced com- 
mander to give orders; it was quite another 
thing to have command of three hundred men 
who might be attacked at any moment by two 
thousand. With the odds seemingly so heavily 
against him, any man would have been sobered; 
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for a fractional interval of time Belsham was 
appalled. 

It was now 9 o'clock in the morning of a per- 
fect autunm day. The mists of the night had 
lifted and the mountains thrust their tops into 
the blue with the clearness of summer. The 
warm simlight lay on the path; a few feet 
below, a narrow, sloping strip of grass inter- 
vening, ran the river. A misanthrope might 
have been proof against such influences, a Bel- 
sham never. He clambered down to the water- 
side to wash down a goodly portion of the 
whisky that remained in his pocket-flask, and 
when he reached the path again, whether from 
the effect of the liquor, or on account of the 
fairness of the day, or because he was by nature 
an optimist, or from all of these circumstances 
in combination, his high spirits had returned. 

He told the morning silence, in mock-Shakes- 
perian phrase, that ** Robert was himself 
again," and went on, whistling merrily. 

Soon the path widened; the strip of grass 
that ran beside it spread into a small meadow, 
and near the upper end of the little valley he 
saw three men, who rose at his approach and 
came forward to meet him. The first was De 
Sallet, the second wore the uniform of a colonel 
in the Spanish army, and the third was by his 
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dress an ecclesiastic of high rank "The 
World, the Flesh, and the Devil," muttered 
Belsham irreverently, **and the greatest of these 
is De Sallet." His conceit so pleased him that 
he stopped to chuckle over it and waited for the 
others to come up to him. De Sallet, who had 
been talking excitedly, withdrew into the back- 
ground; the oflScer saluted courteously and 
offered the American what the latter at once 
recognized as an excellent cigar, and lost no 
time in accepting ; the bishop drew his episcopal 
robes around his gaunt figui*e, and, sitting down 
on a rock beside the path, motioned Belsham to 
a seat on another, and at once opened the dis- 
cussion. 

*'You are an American and your name is 
Ot-tee-well," he remarked abruptly in a Catalan 
that proclaimed his Castilian origin. 
*'Is it?" asked Belsham innocently 
He had lighted his cigar and was enjoying it 
with a relish bom of long and enforced indul- 
gence in pipes, pausing, between the puffs, to 
look at the speaker, who was likewise regard- 
ing him. The bishop saw a round face, innocent 
of hairy covering, a prominent nose, a pair of 
merry blue eyes, a tender mouth, and a mass 
of tumbled brown hair, the whole appearing 
through a chain of smoke rings; the American 
eaw— the sixteenth century. 
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The bishop's £ace was long, the features 
sharply outlined, the forehead high and nar- 
row, with a like narrowness between the deep- 
set eyes. His mouth was small and sharply cut 
— an incision in the sallow skin rather than a 
mouth ; the lips closed with decision over glit- 
tering teeth set in jaws that seemed too large 
for the flesh that covered them, and which was 
therefore drawn too tight. The man was tall 
and thin) the hand that was thrust out from 
beneath the folds of his sleeve was bony and al- 
most fleshless; and Belsham, who applied to 
every one some roughly humorous title, had 
already mentally renamed him His Gauntness. 
The thoughtful would have seen in him rather 
a type than a man, rather a reminiscent abstrac- 
tion than either. One could have told before he 
spoke that his voice was harsh, and that even 
in his use of Castilian it would be unmusical. 

In countries that like Spain have remained, 
in despite of the spirit of the age, persistently 
Catholic, there are but two types of the priest — 
the genial and the ascetic. In other countries, 
as America, there is a third type — the adaptive; 
but Iberia's churchmen are made in the two 
molds only. A ruddy face, pasty under its red- 
ness, a heavy jowl, a short and bull-like neck, 
1^ tbic^-^^t figure, a mind that aspires to little 
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besides feeding the body, and a memory that 
retains barely enough Latin to enable the thick 
lips to repeat the offices — ^this is one type, which 
rises no higher than the lower walks of the 
priesthood. But the other, which has intellect ; 
which ioves the Church as something above 
earth and man, whose largeness overshadows 
the rights and wrongs of individuals; which 
measures all arts, all sciences, all philosophies, 
all of the learning that has been wrung from 
defiant nature by the question. Does this accord 
with the Church's teachings? which claims 
everything, concedes nothing, meets agnosti- 
cism, reverent inquiry, and negation — ^the morn- 
ing grayness of modern thought, its dawn, and 
its deepest night — with the same "Accursed"; 
which has no misgivings, no compunctions, 
falters never, bends never, breaks never, 
and so keeps alive the spirit of Loyola and 
Torquemada and of those others who em- 
bodied all that was worst and most admirable 
in the Spanish character — this type, in spite of 
the rise of Radicalism and the destruction of 
Monasticism, controls Spain, fills the Primacy 
and all of the Episcopal seats of the State, and 
by sheer force of mind rolls back the tide of 
progress that sets in from other lands. It was 
such au abstraction, cassocked, sbovel-hf^tted, 
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and both more and less than human, which 
looked out from the bishop's eyes at its human 
antithesis, as the latter blew the smoke of his 
cigar away and spoke again. 

"You are mistaken, Pare, I am not the king. 
Permit me, since no one will introduce me: 
Eobert Belsham, Secretary of State to His 
Majesty, Francis L, King of Andorra 1" 

He rose, bowing slightly as he spoke, and re- 
sumed his seat with a humorously defiant glance 
over his shoulder at De Sallet. Anger brought 
the bishop to his feet. 

"A mock king and a mock kingdom!" he 
cried. 

*' Pardon: by your leave, a very real king," 
answered the American comfortably, "and a 
genuine kingdom — small, to be sure, but snug. 
It has a Capitol, an army, and excellent de- 
fenses: J helped to build them. But we won't 
quarrel about the country; it's there, such as it 
is, and I am well enough satisfied with it." 
He crossed his legs and smoked a moment furi- 
ously before resuming. "I was invited to a 
conference — of a diplomatic nature, I suppose 
— ^and I believe it is customary for the repre- 
sentatives of the powers to exchange their cre- 
dentials before proceeding to business. No 
need to introduce me to him" — ^twitching his 
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shoulder toward De Sallet — ^''we know each 
other. This is '' 

** Colonel Basquez," said the little gray man 
with a scar on his cheek, ^'commanding, for the 
time, a brigade of the forces of His Majesty, 
Alfonso XIII." 

The two men rose to bow to each other. In 
Belsham's manner there was no longer the 
suspicion of a jest. In the soldier he saw a 
gentleman, to whom he willingly accorded every 
courtesy that was due him. But the angry 
priest, with the hatred flaming from his eyes — 
that was another matter. 

Basquez bared his head as he spoke of his 
companion. 

" And this," he said gravely, "is His Emi- 
nence, the Bishop of TJrgel." 

''Feudal lord and sovereign prince of Andor- 
ra," added the ecclesiastic pompously. 

" Welcome 1" said Belsham, bowing pro- 
foundly. "Welcome, your Eminence! If the 
King had known that you were coming he would 
have been out to meet you, but in his absence I 
can do the honors." 

"What!" exclaimed the mystified prelate. 

"Why didn't you send word ahead? The 
people will be glad to see you. They have 
gome improvements to show you; we've built a 
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wall that is worth looking at and put some new 
slates on the roof of the House of Government. 
The army has been reorganized, too; we'll iBre 
twenty-one guns in your honor. Father Andres 
will be overjoyed; he'll kill a dozen chickens 
for dinner. The vintage, too, is good this year. 
Ah!" he rattled on, as if an idea had just oc- 
cuiTed to him. *'I see it all, now; you've come 
for your annual tribute. It isn't due till Christ- 
mas, but I'll pay it in advance. Eight hundred 
and forty-five francs at nineteen cents a franc 
are one himdred and sixty dollars and fifty-five 
cents in American money. That's almost as 
much as I've got, but — You'll have to wait for 
the hams, cheese, and capons, though; I'll send 
them to you to-morrow." 

And he took out his pocketbook, and offered 
a number of bills to the bishop. 

"Keep the change," he remarked politely, 
waiting for the explosion of wrath that he 
thought was certain to follow. 

None came. Some men are destitute of 
humor, and the bishop had no idea that Bel- 
sham was amusing himself at his expense. He 
waved the money impatiently aside. 

"That can wait," he said severely. "Be- 
sides, cavalier, I do not take money from here- 
tics, Americans, usurpers I My mission is far 
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different. In the name of the Queen Hegent, 
Her Ma jest}', Maria Christina " 

Belsham took off his hat. 

" — acting for His Majesty, Alfonso XIII., 
King of Spain " 

Belsham howed to an imaginary Alfonso 
XIII. 

" — ^and in my own behalf, as lord and prince 
of Andorra, holding by title derived from Caro- 
lus Magnus, Rex et Imperator " 

Belsham did homage to Charlemagne. 

«« — ^and confirmed by Eoger-Bemard III., 
Count of Foix, in the year 1287, I demand that 
you and your companions renounce the power 
you have usurped and quit Andorra forthwith !" 

"And if we do not," asked Belsham quietly, 
''what will be the penalty?'* 

"Lookl" said the prelate, pointing to the 
southward. *'Seel We have two thousand 
men — Spaniards, cavalier — Spaniards!" 

"I know it; we have a few yonder, ourselves; 
but no Spaniards, unfortunately. I am to un- 
derstand, then, that if we fail to leave Andorra 
at once, these men will make war on us?" 

The other bowed his head. 

^'That is to say," pursued Belsham in a 
wholly impersonal and dispassionate way, 
^' Spain will fight Andorra because Andorra has 
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seen fit to change its form of government. But 
if we go away, won't Spain take Andorra for 
itself?'' 

"No," said the bishop violently, *'it will still 
be imder my lordship. The ministry will insist 
only that the old Council and the Syndic be 
again placed in authority." 

*'That is good; I must consider. You will 
give me " 

"Not an hour," said the prelate. 

"Certainly not an hour, but a few minutes." 

"Decide, then, but quickly." 

Belsham turned aside as if in deep thought, 
catching a glimpse of Basquez's face as he did 
so. The soldier was trying to repress a smile. 

"I have considered," said the American pres- 
ently, turning again to the bishop. 

"Well?" 

"We'Ustay!" 

"Stay!" 

"Stay in Andorra. The people like us too 
well to let us go." 

Then the storm burst. Belsham listened im- 
passively until the bishop's ravings had ceased ; 
then he rose and cast away the remains of his 
cigar. 

"Heretic 1" flamed the bishop. "At least we 
have you. Yield 1 You are a prisoner. " 
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Belsham raised his eyebrows in surprise and 
looked at Basquez. The soldier came hastily 
forward. 

*'This gentleman has my safe-conduct/* he 
said. *'If the conference is over — and it seems 
to be," he added, with a grim smile — * 'I will 
myself go with him to his lines. Come, sir.'' 

They left the angry prelate and started away. 

"A moment, Mr. Belsham," De Sallet called 
after them, in English. 

*'Well, what is it?" asked the American, 
turning. 

"Petronila," said De Sallet, as he came up to 
them — "what of her? — she is well?" 

In two months he had aged twenty years. 
The old De Sallet, scornful and exhaling power^ 
was no more; the new De Sallet was somewhat 
stooped; his face was thinner, and deep lines 
had been drawn in it downward from the cor- 
ners of his mouth. Belsham felt a real pity for 
his enemy. 

**Wait a minute," he answered. "I'll trade 
last with you, count. News for news." 

"Whatever you will; only tell me *' 

"She is well." 

"And " 

"No," said Belsham slowly, "they are not 
reconciled." 
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Was it a prayw of thanks that the atheist 
murmured? 

'* Ask me/* said he. 

**In Heaven's name, then, how did you man- 
age this?" 

De Sallet smiled with a trace of his old man- 
ner. 

**It surprises you, does it?" 

**Yes." 

"Easily enough. My syndicate, you know, 
is composed of French capitalists. They are 
large holders of Spanish bonds, on which it is 
not convenient for the Spanish government to 
pay the interest. A word to the ministry was 
all that was needed. I was obliged to go to 
Paris to have it spoken, or you would have seen 
me sooner. The bishop furnishes the pretext — 
though it is real enough with him. The fool!" 

"Fanatic,^* corrected Belsham mildly. 

"The same thing. It was a good idea to 
build a wall ; I had not heard of it till I reached 
Urgel. Your idea?" 

"Major Armin's." 

•'Give him my compliments, and tell— your 
other friend there is still time for him to go 
away." 

"He'll stay, I think; Americans usually do." 

••True," assented De Sallet. "Good-day, 
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Mr. Belsham. Tell him to expect me scxhL 
m comer 

"Then you'll stay, too,'* said Belsham, 
grimly, as the other's heel grated on the gravel 
of the path. 

*'May I oflfer you another cigar, Mr. Bel- 
sham?" asked Basquez in excellent English, 
when the two had resumed their progress. 

His companion stopped short. 

*' Well, I'll he " 

"You seem surprised," said the Spaniard. 

"I am," said Belsham. 

"I was educated in England; my mother was 
of Irish descent." 

Belsham accepted a cigar from Basquez's 
case and lighted it before going on. 

"Then, of course, you understand what M. 
De Sallet meant," said he. 

"Naturally." 

"How do you like your errand?" asked Bel- 
sham curiously^ 

The Spaniard's shrug would have done credit 
to the Frenchman of the English melodrama. 

"As a man — don't ask me. As a soldier, it 
is my duty to obey orders. Stop !" 

"What's the matter?" 

"Unless I am mistaken — and I don't think I 
am, since I came here last night — your lines 
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are not far from that turn in the path just 
ahead of us.'* 

"Yes." 

**Well, I'll go back from here." 

*'Come on," said Belsham, "you're in no 
danger." 

"It's not that," replied Basquez, with a 
smile. "I was here at night and have only the 
most general idea of the groimd. If I should 
go on I should be forced to take advantage of 
whatever knowledge I might acquire. I have 
sharp eyes, Mr. Belsham." 

At this unlooked for and Quixotic fairness 
Belsham held out his hand. 

"By Jovel colonel, but you're a manl I 
wish we were friends." 

"We are, sir," answered Basquez heartily, 
"until you have rejoined your troops and I 
mine. Qood-by." And, having shaken the 
other's hand, he turned back. 

"Come and see me," Belsham shouted after 
him. 

"You may expect me soon," answered Bas- 
quez over his shoulder. 

"Confound itl that wasn't what I meant," 
muttered Belsham. 

At the turn in the path he took out his hand- 
kerchief and waved it, fearing that otherwise 
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his men might fire on him. The shout that 
went up from the wall showed that he had been 
recognized, and he proceeded leisurely on his 
way. Self-depreciation was not one of his 
faults, and he took no small d^ree of credit to 
himself for the manner in which he had con- 
ducted the negotiations with the bishop. 

"That's what I call American diplomacy,*' 
he reflected. **Hear all that the other fellow 
has to say, put him clearly in the wrong, and 
then say what you mean, and stick to it. I 
held my own rather well, I fancy. Pretty 
saucy to the bishop, but the old fellow deserved 
it. It seems to me that I talked better than 
usual and showed quite a power of sarcasm — 
which was wasted." 

A few yards from the wall he stopped and 
hit himself a resounding blow on the chest. 

"By Jove! though," he muttered disconso- 
lately. "I'm not entitled to the credit of having 
done up the bishop; it was that Kentucky 
whisky!" 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

BBLSHAM SKIRMISHES. 

As Belsham passed through the opening in 
the wall he heard a familiar voice, and rushed 
forward with outstretched hands. 

**Well, major!" he exclaimed. 

"We came before you were out of sight," 
said Armin, between jerks, "but we concluded 
to let you go on without us. How did you get 
along?" 

"Splendidly," answered Belsham, laughing 
at the remembrance of the bishop's anger. 

"And the result of your conference was " 

"Delay; that's all I went for— to enable you 
and Ottiwell to get here. Where is he?" 

"Here I am," said Ottiwell, coming over to 
them from the pile of rocks on which he had been 
sitting. "I've heard you. There is no chance 
of avoiding a fight, I suppose?" 

"None, except by undoing all that has been 
done, and going away." 

"Which is entirely out of the question," said 
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the soldier. "What were you going to say, 
Mr. Ottiwell?" 

**Nothing," answered Ottiwell hesitatingly. 

"There's nothing to say," came from Bel- 
sham, "I said it all;" and he gave them a faith- 
ful account of all that had taken place^ imitat- 
ing the bishop so cleverly that even Ottiwell, 
who seemed preoccupied, laughed heartily at 
his friend's drolleries. 

"So that we may look for an attack at any 
time," said Armin, when Belsham had finished. 
"Give me your commands, Mr. Ottiwell." 

"No, no, major," said the other hastily; "re- 
main in command, yourself; you are a soldier, 
lam an amateur. I will be second in com- 
mand." 

"But " 

"But nothing, said Belsham. "Ottiwell is 
right, as he always is. We'll fight; tell us 
what to do." 

"Very well, then," returned the soldier. 
"Juanl" 

"Herel" said Juan, coming up from the rear. 

"Take ten men and go down the ca&on past 
the first turn; deploy your men as skirmishers, 
lie down, and wait. If the Spaniards attack, 
hinder their advance all you can without need- 
lessly exposing the men, and then fall back on 
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us. And don't fire at anything more than two 
hundred and fifty yards away; the muskets 
won't carry farther." 

''And if the Spaniards don't come?" asked 
Juan. 

"Wait." 

"But if they do come," broke in Belsham, 
"and in such force that Juan is compelled to 
fall back, they will stop just beyond the turn 
and be within two hundred yards of us." 

"Yes." 

"Two thousand of them," said Belsham, 
with a nervous laugh. 

"Yes; but can we help that? They outnmn- 
ber us three to one and have rifles that will 
carry two thousand yards. Our safety lies in 
staying behind this wall, where one man is 
worth five, and their arms are of no more value 
to them than ours are to us, for to use them 
they must come this side of the tum,where they 
will be well within our range. So far as arms 
are concerned, then, we are on an almost equal 
footing." 

"Major, you're a wise man and I'm a fool. 
Let me go out with Juan." 

"Well," said Armin, after a thoughtful 
pause, "you may go if you will be careful. 
Juanl" 
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"Yes, senyor." 

"Take the Senyor Belsham with you, but 
make him keep his head down.'* 

"Captain Juan," said the Secretary of State, 
with an exaggerated salute, "Private Belsham 
reports for duty. Major, lend me your rifle.'* 

Five minutes later the men under Juan's com- 
mand, with Juan himself at their head, had 
left the protection of the wall and were march- 
ing in file down the path. Belsham, carrying 
his rifle awkwardly on his shoulder, and swear- 
ing at the tightness of his cartridge-belt, 
brought up the rear. Fifty yards from the turn 
Juan halted and spread his arms apart. 

"Down I" he said sharply. 

In an instant the men, crouching low, had 
dropped down from the path and formed a line 
of skirmishers reaching across the pass. Per- 
ceiving the purpose of the maneuver, Belsham 
descended with the others and took his station 
next to the river. Then Juan crept cautiously 
forward and looked around the turn, when, see- 
ing no signs of the enemy, he gave the signal 
to advance. Belsham rose and started on. 

"Downl" called the Andorran fiercely. 

"But " 

"Sst!" went something close to his head, and 
he heard a sound as if a whip had been cracked 
down the caSon, 
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**What the deuce?'' 

"Sst !'* There was a repetition of the sound ; 
a breath from something hurtling past fanned 
his cheek; he dropped behind the nearest rock 
and lay there unhurt, but badly frightened when 
he realized that he had been fired on. Pres- 
ently he looked up. His companions were a few 
yards in advance, crawling forward on their 
hands and knees. He took heart and started 
after them. The ground was wet and the sun 
was hot; he was soon covered with mud and 
reeking with perspiration; his belt hurt him; 
he bruised his hands; his gun was in his way; 
but he persevered, and at length, coming up 
with the skirmish line, which had halted, he 
found a small rock to hide behind and lay and 
panted like a tired dog. 

* * It*s not the danger, but the dirt, that I hate, * ' 
he told his neighbor. 

The man said nothing: he was watching the 
caSon ahead. Ashamed that he was so neglect- 
ful of his duty, Belsham disposed himself more 
comfortably and prepared to look for the enemy. 
It was wearisome work. The sun beat down 
upon him, and the water, oozing up through the 
sand, chilled him through; so that he was hot 
and cold at the same time. He could only do 
as Armin had ^id: wait and watch. Fortu- 
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nately, he had taken the precaution to bring 
with him a pair of small field-glasses, and, ad- 
justing these to his sight, he swept the con- 
tracted landscape before him. 

The caSon was like a long gray dish, with a 
strip of green and one of silver on the bottom; 
perhaps four hundred yards to the southward it 
turned again sharply toward the west before 
expanding into the meadow where the confer- 
ence had been held; and the wall of rock thus 
thrust before his eyes formed the end of the dish. 
All was still; the cries of muleteers were not to 
be heard; not a bird sang; there was only the 
sound of the river, and this seemed not to break 
but rather to increase the silence. If Belsham 
had not been fired on he would have been almost 
willing to make oath that between the wall and 
the meadow there were no human beings save 
himself and his ten companions. The rocks 
were not many, and the grass was neither long 
enough nor thick enough to make good cover. 

With a stifled exclamation he let the glasses 
fall. Far below, on the opposite side of the 
river, standing up to his knees in the water, his 
dirty uniform hardly showing against the gray 
cliflF at his back, was a Spanish soldier. It 
flashed upon Belsham that this was the man 
whohadfired at him. He tookup the rifle that 
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had so hindered his progress and filled the mag- 
azine; then, throwing a cartridge into the 
chamber, he rested the weapon on the rock and 
took aim. The sight had not been raised; he 
adjusted it to four hundred yards. When he 
was once more ready his belt annoyed him and 
he stopped to loosen it. Next he imloaded his 
rifie to make certain that it was clean and in 
good working order, and then reloaded it. But 
these were merely pretexts for delay. The 
truth is that Belsham the careless, whose 
thoughtlessness had wounded many a sensitive 
spirit, was unwilling to fire upon an enemy who 
had tried to take his life. Four awful words 
fulmined from Sinai's top seemed to have been 
spoken to him alone of all the men on earth. 
He waited, his mind the battleground of di- 
verse forces. Shoot! said Eevenge; he tried to 
kill you. And, Shoot I urged Curiosity; see 
how close you can come to him. But life is 
joy, sang the river; life is God's, said the hills. 

And tiien Duty spoke. 

Without knowing how or why it happened 
his hesitation was gone. He looked for the 
Spaniard, who was still carelessly exposing 
himself; he glanced along the barrel of his 
rifle; the coarse sight almost hid the object of 
his aim; his fingers sought the trigger. 
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Then there was only the bare wall before his 
staring eyes; and Something lay, though hid- 
den from his sight, face downward in the 
water; and the river flowed on to tell its guilty 
secret to the sea. 

Belsham fired no more shots that day. Food 
was brought to him, but he ate nothing. His 
neighbor tried to talk with him, but he only 
shook his head. It was well that his brain was 
forced to do the mechanical work of receiving 
impressions from the landscape; it prevented 
too much thought. Up to 3 o'clock in the after- 
noon the enemy had given no further indication 
of his presence, and some of the exhausted 
watchers were at last permitting their attention 
to wander from the work in hand, when a shout 
from Juan announced that the long-expected 
advance had begun. Two platoons of soldiers, 
looking at the distance like great flies, appeared 
against the end of the dish, and, breaking into 
two lines of skirmishers, one in front of the 
other, fell down and crawled slowly toward the 
Andorrans. At three hundred yards the two 
parties exchanged volleys without injury to 
either side. Keeping up a furious fire, the 
Spaniards continued to advance, and after two 
of his men had been slightly woimded Juan 
gave th^ order to retire. The Andorrans had 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF ANDORRA. %%1 

hardly reached the wall when the dheeni of their 
enemies announced that they had gained the 
point that had just been abandoned. 

**They will attack to-night," said Armin, 
with apparent unconcern, offering Belsham his 
choicest tobacco. 

But Belsham stole away to think of what he 
had done. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

COLD STEEL. 

QuiDED solely by the information that Armin 
had received as to the strength of the Spanish 
forces, no soldier of experience would have hesi- 
tated to declare that the odds were in favor of 
the Andorrans; for, notwithstanding they were 
outnumbered three to one, and that, too, by 
men armed with repeating rifles, yet the cir- 
cumstance that all fighting must be at close 
range put the two armies on a practical equal- 
ity as to arms, while, under ordinary circum- 
stances, the wall seemed to give OttiwelPs six 
hundred an advantage for which mere numbers 
could not compensate. It was too high to scale 
and too thick to be affected by rifle-bullets. A 
few well-directed shots from €urtillery would, of 
course, have demolished it, but Armin, having 
considered this danger and rightly decided that 
the path was both too narrow and too rough and 
in places too steep to permit the passage of a 
gun carriage, deemed his position impregnable. 
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To reach the wall an attacking party would be 
compelled to charge in weak and broken forma- 
tion a distance of two hundred yards, exposed 
to a withering fire from the twenty portholes, 
where, to compensate for the lack of repeating 
arms, men could be stationed to fire by relays; 
and if, leaving one-third of their number killed 
or wounded on the intervening ground, the re- 
mainder should gain the wall, they would 
merely be coming to a shambles. 

The only weakness in the Andorran defenses 
was the gap necessarily left at the river^ which 
at the end of the wall was about five feet deep, 
but even there a hundred men, keeping under 
cover, would have been too strong for a thou- 
sand in attack, compelled to wade for a consid- 
erable distance in water running rapidly enough 
to sweep many off their feet. Juan*s company, 
therefore, was selected to defend this breach, 
which their commander was ordered not to quit 
at any hazard; for Armin had concluded that 
the Spaniards would make a show of attack 
along the side of the caSon, and when his atten- 
tion was engaged at that point, would throw 
their principal force forward in an attempt to 
turn his flank. Of the five companies remain- 
ing two were stationed behind the wall, and 
three were held in reserve a little way up the 
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cafion. The men were strong and f earless, and 
while, as always, self-contained, were suffi- 
ciently excited to cause them rather to long for 
battle than to fear it. To each of them had 
been issued a pound of powder, a hundred of 
the huge leaden bullets thrown by their climisy 
muskets, and the same number of percussion 
caps, while for side arms they had the keen and 
strong Andorran knives, which, fixed in rude 
clasps of native manufactiure, became formid- 
able bayonets. 

Here, then, was every requisite to a success- 
ful defense — a strongly fortified position, abun- 
dance of rough but adequate arms and ammuni- 
tion, and six hundred brave men, devoted to 
their leaders and fighting to defend their coun- 
try against foreign invasion. These things con- 
sidered, Armin was hardly to be blamed when, 
reasoning from everything that was Jknown to 
him, he pronounced the Spanish colonel a fool 
for acting on the offensive. 

^^ Five thousand men couldn't take the wall,'' 
he told his crony, Belsham; **for the more there 
are in this narrow pass the more they will be 
in one another's way;" and, with a mind at 
ease, he struck a match and lit the fiftieth pipe- 
ful of tobacco that he had smoked that day. 
And while he smoked the fool was performing 
the seemingly impossible. 
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During the hours between the time of the 
skirmish and darkness not a Spaniard was seen, 
but from a number of circumstances it seemed 
probable that the cafion just south of the turn 
was occupied by the main body of the enemy, 
who, indeed, made no pretense of silence, but 
roared foul songs and shouted threats that were 
plainly audible to the Andorrans. As night 
came on the smoke of many campfires ascended 
from that part of the ca&on, and, either because 
most of the men had gone to their evening meal, 
or because of some order from their commander, 
the noise suddenly ceased. Armin had forbid- 
den the making of any fires, which, indeed, 
were not necessary, since all of the afternoon 
there had been a steady stream of pack mules 
into San Julian bearing the contributions of the 
women of the country to the commissariat of 
the little army. There was already enough 
cooked food to last a week, and Ottiwell, who, 
at Armin's suggestion, had wisely determined 
to act as his own commissary, had bought two 
great casks of wine, which, rolled near the wall 
and there broached, were free to all. 

The companies were marched, one at a time, 
up the caSon to eat their suppers, and when 
darkness set in Armin's wall was defended by 
six hundred men, who, having eaten their fill 



Digitized by 



Google 



^3? TBE KING OF ANDORRA, 

and drank of generous wine, were so many 
heroes. Of the three adventurers Armin, urged 
by the merry girl who waited on him, ate 
heartily, Belsham passably, and Ottiwell not at 
all; from which might have been drawn the 
conclusion that the soldier was unconcerned, 
Belsham preoccupied, and Ottiwell agitated; 
but as the latter's agitation plainly proceeded 
not from any feax of consequencesto himself, 
but wholly from anxiety as to his men, and was 
distinctly creditable to him both as a ruler and 
as a soldier, his friends made no comments 
upon it. 

Night fell. The women of San Julian, who 
had attended the soldiers, withdrew to their 
homes. Two hundred of the men lay down to 
sleep until they should be aroused to take the 
places of an equal number of those on guard. 
The three adventurers remained awake, the sol- 
dier because his duty required it, and the others 
because they could not sleep. Every quarter- 
hour Armin went along the line of men keeping 
watch at the portholes and the river, to assure 
himself that they were on the alert, and in the 
brief spaces between his rounds sat and smoked 
numberless silent pipes. After a time the low 
laughter and whispered conversation of the men 
ceased ; the darkness spread its starless wings 
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broadly over all; save for the noise of the river 
there was a great silence. 

As the night wore on Ottiwell's fatigue over- 
came him^ and, seated on the path near the 
wall, he was rapidly falling asleep when some 
one came hurriedly up the bank calling his 
name. He was on his feet in an instant. 

"Who calls me?'' he asked. 

There was no answer, but a second later 
Laurentio stood beside him. "Listen I'' he 
said, drawing Ottiwell to the gateway in the 
wall, which had been filled breast-high with 
stones. "Listen!" 

"I hear nothing,'* said Ottiwell finally. 

"But I hear something,*' replied Laurentio 
with decision. "Wait," A moment later he 
resumed. "There! don't you hear it — the 
sound of stones striking against stones?" 

"They're building a wall of their own, per- 
haps," said Armin, from behind them, "though 
I don't see what they hope to gain by that. 
Well, morning will tell;" and, smothering a 
yawn, he started away on one of his tours of 
inspection. 

"I do seem to hear something," said Otti- 
well, after the soldier was gone. 

"I can't be mistaken. There! Again; but 
a different sound — like the driving of nails in 
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wood. Don't you hear it? Let me go out and 
see." 

But Ottiwell caught him by the arm. 

"You are in command of your company, 
Laurentio; and who can say how many Span- 
iards line the path between here and the turn? 
The major isn't worried. We can see what it 
is in the morning — if we are here. But if the 
Spaniards attack " 

"They will attack," said the Andorran. 

"So the major thinks." 

Laurentio smiled sadly. "And so I think," 
he responded — "but not because he thinks so. 
Something tells me; I feel it; I have felt for 
some time past that my end is near.'* 

"Laurentio 1" 

"It is true, cavalier; I feel it. But speak 
not sadly. It is not a misfortune to die on this 
soil, with my friends near me, fighting for what 
I love best in this world — my coimtry and 
youl" 

Deeply moved, Ottiwell could only press the 
other's hand. 

"Always, my brother, as some men love 
women, I have loved Andorra. I never knew 
a mother, but what need was there of parents? 
-^my country supplied their place." He 
dropped his head and spoke in lower tones "A 
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cripple, deformed from birth, what maiden 
would love me? I forsook the company of men 
and lived a lonely life, dreaming of what might 
be if I had the genius to wake Andorra from its 
sleep and make it like other lands, where there 
is justice and learning and light. And finally, 
with Ramiro, who was discontented, and Juan, 
who loved money so well that he was willing to 
risk his all for it, we made the plot that took 
life from the Frenchman's coming. And then, 
on a happy day for my country, you came, and 
in the Providence of God it fell out that you be- 
came our ruler. I said then, loay now, having 
watched you since and studied your acts, and 
come to know you better than you think, the 
hand of God deranged our plot and wrought 
good wherewith we should have wrought evil." 

His grasp tightened and he laid his other 
hand on OttiwelPs shoulder. 

"Courage, then, my brother 1 I know your 
sepret griefs; but what is the love of one 
woman compared to the love of a people? In 
every household in Andorra the name of God is 
seldom used except to bless you. And I, too, 
love you, as the savior of my country from dark- 
ness deeper than this about us, as my friend, 
my brother, and my kingl To be near you 
always would be happiness, but happiness 
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scarcely greater than to die on this loved soil, 
that, for Andorra's sake, you may live.'* 

Their eyes sought one another in the dark- 
ness, and the young Andorran let his head drop 
and rest a moment on OttiwelPs shoulder. But 
suddenly he lifted it and tore himself away. 

"Look I Listen 1" he called excitedly. 
"What's that?" 

"Someone down the cafion lit a match," said 
Armin's voice from the darkness. 

"It's more than that. I wonder — I must see 
— let me go, cavalier; I will see." 

"Come backl" called the soldier sharply. 
But Laurentio had fallen rather than climhed 
over the rocks in the gateway, and was gone. 

"He's crazy!" exclaimed Armin. "He'll be 
shot before he has gone a hundred yards." 

They could see nothing. A moment later 
there came to their ears the sound of a stone as 
it rolled down the slope. The men lying on the 
ground near the wall crowded to the openings. 
"Hushl" commanded Armin. They waited 
anxiously, expecting at any moment to hear the 
report of a Spanish rifle. Then the light of a 
second match flared up down the caSon, but 
went out immediately, as if extinguished by the 
wind. Then not one but twenty rifle-shots were 
fired; a shout of defiance rang out, followed by 
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a second volley; then came the sound of rapid 
footsteps on the path in irregular time, as if the 
runner were lame. 

"It'sLaurentior* cried Ottiwell. 

Yes, Laurentio, running as no cripple had 
ever run before; Laurentio, breathing heavily 
and groaning as he ran. He staggered against 
the rocks and was pulled through the gateway. 

"Are you hurt?" asked a hundred voices. 

"Not hurt," he panted, "but— oh, God!" 

"Speak, man!" exclaimed Armin, catching 
him roughly by the shoulder. "Speak 1" 

"The cannon — loaded — ^pointed this way! 
And seel— the match! It lights! Ah!" 

"Lie down!" cried Armin, with a mighty 
oath, and when he had fallen with the others 
he lay and dug his nails into the ground and 
railed at himself for a fool. And down the 
caSon, on the little platform of stones that he 
had caused to be built for the cannon, stood 
Basquez, whose cleverness had brought it there, 
whose hand had aimed it, and now had lit the 
Httle train of powder that ran into the touch- 
hole. And the Spaniard laughed with delight, 
and behind him more than a thousand men of 
his command, stripped of nearly everything 
except their shoes and weapons, crouched, fear- 
less of danger, waiting the order to go forward. 
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How came the cannon there? Easily. The 
path was too narrow and too steep for a gun 
carriage, but the river, even with its rapids and 
its falls, was wide enough. Basquez had dis- 
mounted a brass six-pounder and knocked the 
carriage to pieces. These pieces had been 
dragged to the place where they now were, 
where, nailed and bolted together, they became 
once more a gun carriage and stood on the 
widened path.. As for the cannon itself, it had 
been put into a hastily constructed boat and 
pulled up the river. It was necessary to carry 
it around the falls, and twice the boat had been 
overturned and the piece lost in ten feet of 
water; but at last, after three men had lost their 
lives in diving to attach ropes to it, it had 
reached the Spanish camp and now, remounted 
and loaded with a six-pound solid shot, it men- 
aced Armin's wall. 

"God forgive mel" groaned the soldier. 
"Why didn't I make it an earthwork?'* 

Far back in the darkness a trembling voice 
began to pray. 

*'It's Pare Andres!" exclaimed Belsham 
from the ground. ' ' Father 1 ' ' 

Just then, with a hoarse and deafening roar, 
the charge in the cannon exploded, and the next 
instant the shot struck the wall and tore a 
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breach in it. Fragments of the rock flew in 
every direction, and the cries of many of the 
men showed that they had been hit. Armin 
sprang to his feet. 

**Up!" he shouted. *'Laurentio's company 
stays; Juan, guard the river, and when I sound 
my whistle steal out and strike them on the 
flank. The rest of you, forward !" 

"In God's name, where are you going?" 
shouted Belsham. 

* ' There !" He pointed toward the Spaniards. 
**It*s our only chance. Now, men! — anyway 
to get outside. Take your pace from me." 

He sprang through the breach, and four hun- 
dred men rushed after him, falling over one 
another in their eagerness to be among the first. 
Ottiwell was on his right hand, Belsham on his 
left. Turning to see that all were beyond the 
wall, he started on a slow run. A moment later 
a match flared up and he ordered them to halt 
and lie down. A second explosion followed, 
and a shot went flying over their heads to do 
more damage to the wall. 

Then the Andorrans rose and rushed on. A 
hundred yards from the Spaniards the latter 
commenced a rapid rifle-flre so sharp and 
deadly that it brought the attacking party to a 
etf^nd^tilL They however recovered and urged 
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by Armin ran on. falling over obstacles that, 
alas! were not all natural objects. And still 
the rain of bullets assailed them. On every 
side of the three friends death sang, roared, 
hissed, whistled, in a very Symphony of Hell. 
At fifty yards the enemy loomed blackly out of 
the deeper blackness behind, and Armin gave 
the command to charge. The run became a 
rush and the rush a mad and more furious run; 
then, with a shock that hurled the Spanish line 
a dozen paces back, the two armies came to- 
gether and after the first tremendous inter- 
change of bayonet thrusts, melted into and re- 
ceived each other. 

By sheer force of the impetus they had at- 
tained little bodies of Andorrans were swept far 
into the mass of the enemy, which closing 
around them brought into action their brothers 
in the rear. Steel grated against steel or found 
a yielding scabbard in flesh; men shouted, and 
swore, and panted, and sweated, and groaned 
and called in the joy of triumph on their Maker 
and blasphemed Him as they went down to be 
trampled under the feet of the mob, and bled 
and said farewell to earth, and all was death and 
darkness. The two were one; from one the 
other came, and from that other the one. There 
was not light enough to do a deed of upeful^eiss; 
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a lover could not have distinguished the features 
of his mistress; the pious could not have seen 
the needy to give alms; no priest could have 
read from any of the sacred books of earth; it 
was too dark for everything except killing, for 
which man needs no light to render the deeper 
the blackness of his soul. 

It had been Armin's purpose to lead the 
charge, but neither he nor the Americans could 
keep pace with the last few strides of their 
maddened soldiers, and before the two forces 
met the flying line of the attacking party was 
many yards in advance of them, and, like those 
by whom they were surrounded, they were com- 
pelled to wait till death or wounds should thin 
out the ranks in front before they could force 
their way forward. The narrowness of the 
battle-ground held most of the men on either 
side in check, and the fact that the Spaniards so 
greatly outnumbered their adversaries was of 
no advantage to them, for the eflfectiveness of 
both forces was almost as much a matter of 
room in which to fight as of personal valor. 
There was, however, this difference in the cour- 
age displayed by the combatants: while the 
Spaniards fought with the method and coolness 
of men whose business it is to fight, the Andor- 
rans fought with the invincible ardor of patriots 
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defending their country; and the difference told 
in their favor. Protected by the cannon and 
its platform from the charge, a few of the inva- 
ders held their ground, while the main body 
gave way slowly down the caSon; and every 
inch the attackers gained they held. But they 
could not take the piece. 

The cannon I It was Laurentio's one thought 
as, like a lion held in leash, he raged up and 
down the hillside behind the wall. For, know- 
ing how greatly his comrades were outnum- 
bered, he had no doubt that they would event- 
ually be compelled to fall back, and that then 
the cannon would speak the destruction of their 
sole defense. The cannon! It would belch 
death at them, maim and wound his friends, 
the best and bravest in the land, and bring 
danger to its ruler. The cannon 1 The cannon ! 
He muttered the words over and over, cursed 
the Thing that so menaced the very existence of 
his country, prayed dumbly that it might be 
taken, or if not taken — 

He struck his hands together with a cry of 
joy. To capture it seemed impossible, but if a 
man could reach it he might hope to render it 
harmless. And why not he? 

His orders were nothing. The free and 
dauntless spirit of the young Andorran could 
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not be curbed by tbem. Pure as a Boman 
patriot, valiant and unselfish as Sidney^ be was 
yet not a soldier, and could not bear to submit 
his will to that of others. If his plan had 
failed and he himself had come through the 
danger with his life, a just commander would 
have ordered him to be shot, and even if he 
had succeeded, the same commander must at 
least have stripped him of his rank. He did 
not stop to consider this. There in front of 
him was an enemy, inanimate but awful, 
which threatened more harm than could a 
thousand men, and he was resolved that that 
enemy's silence should be perpetual. 

To think was to act. He ran up the csSon 
to the wine casks and drove out a few of the 
rudely wrought nails that had held on the top; 
then back to the gateway in the wall, where he 
seized a large stone; then, without a word, out 
upon the path and along it toward the scene of 
the battle; stumbling in the deeper shadow of 
the cliflf ; falling, presently, over the body of a 
man; slipping, more than once, in a pool of 
something that was too thick to be water; hurt- 
ing his lame foot and wrenching his weak 
aiile; but hobbling on toward the object of his 
hate and fear. When he reached the last line 
of the Andorrans he had diflSculty in forcing his 
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way through, but by begging and giving an 
occasional order he managed to gain a part of 
the path that was deserted. The men had not 
been willing to mass themselves in front of the 
piece, which, for all that they knew, might 
have been reloaded. He came upon it unex- 
pectedly and crept on hands and knees between 
the carriage and the cliff. The cannon I The 
cannon! 

He attempted to insert one of the nails in the 
touch-hole, and, failing, tried another. Then 
he sank down with a groan of despair. They 
were all too large to be used ! 

The cannon ! The cannon ! It rested there in 
fierce and brassy- throated beauty; smooth and 
bright and as delicately made and exact as a 
watch, greater than man, its maker, for it 
knew how to conjugate, to destroy in more than 
human tenses. The cannon ! The cannon ! He 
loathed it, struck it with his bruised hands, 
and then — killed it. 

Yes ! Mind flashed and the work of mind 
was gone. He sprang to his feet and strained 
at the wheel of the carriage, striving with all of 
his slender strength to force it off the platform. 

^^Que esf' called a terrible voice almost at 
his elbow. 

Still he tugged at the wheel. It loosened and 
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came out from between the stones that had held 
it down. He balanced the piece, supported it 
for a second to gain new strength, and thou 
thrust it from him. It fell, and, turning over, 
alighted on its carriage, ran swiftly down the 
slope with nothing more eflfective to stop it than 
the bodies of men, and plunged into the river; 
a splash, a gurgle and hissing, as the water 
entered the heatened muzzle, and the Spaniards' 
principal ally was harmless. 

Meanwhile the battle raged with increasing 
fury. Many of the Andorrans who had pene- 
trated within the mass of the enemy, were sur- 
rounded and cut to pieces. They fell silently, 
disdaining to ask for quarter, and fighting to 
the last. Yet still the Spaniards were borne 
back by the resistless flood of steel-bearing 
giants that set in from above. 

Each of OttiwelPs men fought with the 
strength and determination of two. Fearless of 
danger, they offered their breasts to the thrusts 
, of their adversaries without thought of parry or 
guard. Slowly the enemy gave way; slowly 
but steadily the Andorrans followed; impa^ 
tiently the two Americans, hemmed in by their 
men, and imable to strike a blow on their own 
account, waited for Armin's signal for the rein- 
forcements. At last he gave it; and Juan'a 
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men climbed through the breach and started on 
a run down the ca&on. But it was not his pur- 
pose to permit them to go into action exhausted; 
he brought them to a slow walk, and in colimm 
of twos marched them along the bank of the 
river. They were young; some of them were 
mere boys; but they followed him without a 
tremor; a fierce patience possessed them. As 
they neared their comrades he broke the column 
into file and ordered them to go down into the 
river, where, wading in water waist-deep, they 
made their way slowly past the Andorran forces 
until they were opposite the flank of the enemy. 
A low bank concealed them from their victims. 
At a word of command from Juan, passed in 
low tones along the line, they emerged, drip- 
ping, from the stream and climbed the bank. 
A dense mass of men filled all of the ca&on be- 
tween them and the path. 

"Fke!'* 

A hundred reports blended in one; a sheet of 
flame spat out from a hundred mouths; an in- 
stant's light; a long rolh as echo told back the 
story from the distant hills; then, death and 
darkness as before. 

^'Charge!'* 

Struck by this terrible volley, delivered at 
iiuch close range, a hundred of the Spaniards 
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dropped dead or badly wounded on the ground, 
and a moment later the remainder, thrown into 
comfusion by the bayonet charge, broke and ran. 
At the same moment Armin, replacing the 
wearied men in the front ranks by others who 
had not been engaged, ordered an advance. 
Fully three hundred of the enemy were thus 
caught between Juan's company and his own 
command. These remained to fight and die, 
while down the caSon their panic-stricken com- 
rades fled in confusion from the field. The 
broken remnant, driven by Armin's men upon 
the bayonets of the young heroes in their rear, 
and by these in turn hurled back upon the bay- 
onets of the combatants in front, fought desper- 
ately, but a conflict of authority in their own 
ranks hastened their destruction. In the very 
center of the terrible mob two Spanish captains, 
whose co-operation might have brought off a 
great part of their force with their lives, stood 
arguing over the question of seniority, and the 
men, thus deprived of a leader, fought without 
method or hope. Gradually Ja long lane was 
opened into the struggling mass, and Armin's 
party poured into it and cut their way through 
to the other side. Then the Spaniards lost all 
homogeneity, and, separated into little clumps, 
w«re on« by one cut down. On th« outside of 
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the m^Ue Ottiwell stood imploring them to sur- 
render; they waited for some one in authority 
to give the order, and, hearing none, fell un- 
shrinkingly; while the two captains, quarreling 
without ceasing, strove to come oflf with their 
own lives and fought side by side to win 
through the circle of their enemies. At last, 
when not fifty men of the three hundred re- 
mained uninjured, one of the disputants fell. 

The survivor laughed with a bloody mouth. 

"Well, Bartolomo, wilt thou admit that I am 
supreme? . . . Thou canst not speak?" 

Seen in the light his smile would have been 
awful. 

"I surrender," he said proudly. 

Three hours of horror till dawn; three hours 
of searching for the dead and succoring the 
wounded; three houaB of prayers, farewells, and 
tears. A hundred men far down the caSon held 
the field, and the remainder of the survivors 
busied themselves with the care of comrade and 
enemy. Without surgeons it was impossible to 
save many of the seriously wounded ; momently, 
almost, some life went out that Science could 
have kept alight. The women came from the 
village, bringing wine and bandages; and, 
these failing, the Church Ubiquitous in the per- 
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Bon of Pare Andres gave to drink of the cup 
that runneth not dry. Armin, no longer young, 
was so wearied that he was forced to lie down 
to sleep; his two friends, however, saddened by 
the awful happenings of the night, devoted 
themselves to the work of mercy. It was im- 
possible to estimate the number of the dead, or 
even to care for all of the living; all that must 
wait for the light. 

It came, at length, grayly, clouds lowering 
over the caSon as if loath to let in the day upon 
such a sight; and then for the first time the 
full extent of the night's horrors was revealed. 

For a great distance the grass, uprooted by 
the trampling of many feet, was trodden into a 
pasty mixture of blood and earth, and in this 
bed of foulness more than four himdred men 
had found their final rest. There were places 
where a score of bodies lay piled one upon 
another in grotesque, awful pyramids, whose 
human constituents had slowly blod to death. 
There were pairs of duelists whose attitudes 
showed that, though friends, they had mistaken 
one another in the darkness for foes. But not 
the dead, but the living soon to die, most called 
for pity. For these the priest's was the only 
medicine; they drank it eagerly, and, so 
potioned, passed from the dark Pyrenean defile 
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into another, darker still, but rainbowed over 
with surpassing hope. 

Beneath one of these heaps of mangled corpses 
the searchers found Laurentio. Belsham, a little 
in advance of Ottiwell, was superintending the 
men who were looking for the Andorran dead. 
Suddenly he raised his hands in horror. 

"Come here, Ottiwell!" he called. 

And Ottiwell came, and looked, and covered 
his eyes with his hands. 

The cripple lay on the pile of stones that had 
served as a platform for the gun carriage. An 
awful peace was in his fece, shining from be- 
neath an overlapping look of triumph, but vis- 
ible through it as through a transparent mask. 
His eyes were closed, and not the faintest tinge 
of color was on his cheek. He had fallen back- 
ward, grasping with both hands at the long 
Spanish knife that a strong arm had driven into 
his body. 

"He's dead!" cried Belsham. 

Ottiwell knelt and felt the cripple's pulse; 
then he dropped the hand and turned away. 
But Belsham was already on his knees, laying 
bare Laurentio's breast. 

The knife had slipped in cleanly; the lips of 
the wound, however, were already yawning 
away from the steel, and the flesh was slightly 
discolored. There was no blood. 
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*'lt's through the right lung," said Belsham; 
**he's bleeding inwardly." 

He bent lower, and, after a momentary hesi- 
tation, laid his head over the Andorran*s heart. 

"He's not gone yet," he said, after a pause, 
**but he's going fast." 

Ottiwell looked at him despairingly. 

"There's no hope," said Belsham. "The 
lung is pierced; his heart beats perhaps fifteen 
times a minute; it's already so faint that you 
can barely tell it. When he has lost a little 
more blood " 

A shudder completed the sentence. 

"Brave Laurentio! Good Laurentio!" he 
murmured. "He loved you, Ottiwell." 

"He loved all mankind," said his friend, 
choking down a not unmanly sob. "But, most 
of all, he loved Andorra. And now he's there, 
and you and I, who have merited so little, are 
here, alive and well. I can't understand it; 
the longer I live the darker everything seems to 
me." He threw himself once more on the 
groimd. "Help me, Belsham!" he exclaimed 
passionately, catching at the other's knees. 
"Help me I He may revive long enough for us 
to tel 1 him good-by . The priest, too — ^the priest 1 
Bring him; bring wine; bring " 

He broke oflf and fell to chafing the Andor- 
ran's hands. 
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Through a half -hour that seemed endless the 
three men labored over the young patriot. 
They built a fire and heated stones for use in 
raising his temperature; they tried to force 
wine down his throat; they rubbed his body to 
restore the circulation of the little blood that 
was left in it; and at length, when the life- 
stream had all but' run out, for the briefest 
minute he was conscious. The dark eyes 
opened wide, opened to look their last on an un- 
lovely world ; saw between them and the sky 
the ruddy countenance of the priest, cast by 
sorrow into a noble soberness; gazed with the 
love that is given only to dying sight on the 
sad face of Ottiwell; beheld the crucifix that 
pity holds out even to the meanest and the 
lowest; then one arm went weakly upward and 
drew to the stricken breast, together, the hand 
of friendship and the image of the Man-God. 

**The King!" said Laurentio, low, but quite 
clearly, going, going 
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CHAPTER XXL 

THB DEATH OF THB WICKED. 

Which is better — ^to survive or to perish in 
battle? Many a time that day Ottiwell asked 
himself the question. The dead were dead; 
their struggle was over, their duty done; but 
the living were left to sorrow, and wonder, and 
make their moan, after the fashion of human 
kind. 

Was it worth while? Was not the liberty 
of the little State too dearly bought at the cost 
of one life as rich as the cripple's? With such 
queries Ottiwell interrogated his sad heart and 
as yet found no response, though even then the 
faint second-shadow of the inevitable answer 
was thrown by the very form of his question- 
ings. Fortunately, there was work to do. 

The wounded had to be cared for and the 
dead prepared for burial; and before midday a 
flag of truce had come from Basquez. ** Civil- 
ized" warfare presents no variety; a few things 
are done and repeated in regular sequence. 
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Men kill; there is a truce while they bury the 
dead; then they kill again. But Basquez was 
in no hurry to recommence hostilities. Of the 
thirteen hundred men who had been engaged on 
the part of Spain two hundred and ninety lay 
dead on the field, and over two hundred more 
were seriously wounded. He still had at his 
disposal over fourteen hundred men, while the 
Andorrans could not muster more than three 
hundred and fifty fit for service. The dispro- 
portion between the two armies was greater 
than before, but the advantage was now with- 
out question with Ottiwell, for the spirit of the 
Spaniards was broken, and whole companies 
refused to return to the attack. Basquez him- 
self had barely escaped capture. He railed at 
them, but he was too wise to attempt to drive 
them forward or to punish them for disobedi- 
ence. He saw clearly enough that their useful- 
ness was past and that he must depend on fresh 
regiments to retrieve the defeat; and one of his 
first acts after reaching Urgel was to send a 
telegraphic^report in cipher to Madrid^ asking 
authority to arrange for a truce. While Span- 
ish ministries change complexion overnight, all 
have one trait in common — their ability to sup- 
press unwelcome news attains the dignity of 
genius. Basquez was soon in receipt of an 
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answer giving him plenary authority, but no 
suggestion of the disaster he had suffered 
reached the press, and for many days Spain re- 
mained in ignorance of the fact that the flower 
of its army had met defeat on Spanish soil. 

The conference was short, and before night- 
fall Basquez left XJrgel for Madrid, taking with 
him the agreement for the truce, by the terms 
of which hostilities were to cease for a period 
of twenty days, with leave to the Spaniards to 
return and bury their dead. The arms and 
ammunition that had fallen into the hands of 
the Andorrans remained theirs, and they held 
the field. The agreement was a curious docu- 
ment, written by Belsham in lawyer-like Eng- 
lish on the leaves of an old note-book, and 
signed by him as Secretary of State with a 
rubric that far outshone the Spanish coloners. 
And there was much loud swearing when the 
ministry first saw it, for it was a tacit admis- 
sion on the part of Spain that Andorra was a 
legally constituted monarchy. It was at once 
seen that another pretext for the quarrel must 
be sought, and there was a mighty searching in 
monkish history books and in the royal archives 
at Simancas for some precedent that would jus- 
tify the government in repudiating the disad- 
vantageous conditions pf the instrument with- 
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out giving up its benefits; and while prepara- 
tions were making on a great scale for a second 
invasion of Andorra, Basquez, barely escaping 
a court martial, was assigned for duty to the 
Spanish soldier's Purgatory — Minorca. 

Andorra put down arms to take up the spade, 
and the land resounded with the cries of mourn- 
ers. At San Julian, at Andorra, and in the 
parishes beyond, in the meadows, in the cen- 
turies-old churchyards, in the fastnesses of the 
mountains, she laid her heroes away. From 
morning till morning, through the roimd of the 
days, the earth yawned to receive her children. 
The priests were hoarse from reading the burial 
service. The people's ears were assailed hourly 
by the sound of volley firing over the graves. 
In the passion of grief to which they abandoned 
themselves the glory of victory was forgotten. 
One hundred and ninety-three of the homes of 
the land were desolate, and every man, woman, 
and child in the little kingdom had lost a 
father, a husband, a brother, or a friend. 

No one mourned more than the king. Bel- 
sham's light nature, elastic as whalebone, soon 
flew back to its normal cheerfulness, and as for 
Armin, the man was sunk in the professional 
soldier. He was full of projects for a success- 
ful defense against the next attack; he would 
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convert his wall into a heavy earthwork and 
build a bomb-proof in the rear of it; he would 
draft three hundred more men into the service; 
he would recover and remount the Spanish can- 
non; indeed, he had already made his plans. 

**A week for grief, a week for rest, and a 
week for work," said he. **Then " 

It was that then that frightened Ottiwell. 
He realized the gravity of his position, and it 
overcame him. He was too just a man to 
charge against himself the deaths that the peo- 
ple were bewailing, but if he continued his re- 
sistance, he asked himself, would he not be 
responsible for the deaths that would follow? 
For he saw that a long war with Spain meant 
the annihilation of Andorra. He gave a life- 
less assent to Armin's plans and tried to find 
forgetfulness in work. If his subjects had been 
cold his duty would have been plain, but they 
loved him, and it was obscured. The relatives 
of the dead came to assure him of their loyalty 
and to be assured of his grief. Men under- 
ground are soon forgotten. Ten days had not 
passed when the people, though still lowering 
their voices when they spoke of their heroes 
fallen in battle, raised them in exultation when 
they discussed their victory. 
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**I8 it dark so soon?'' 

"Yes, senyor.*' 

De Sallet rubbed his sleepy eyes, and, rising 
from the bed, went to the window. 

"And there is no moon, you say?" 

"Not until nearly morning, sen — excellency T' 

"That's all— you may go.'* 

When the servant had gone out De Sallet 
proceeded to dress himself hurriedly; this done, 
he slipped a long knife in a leather sheath into 
one of the pockets of his coat, a revolyer into 
another, and a flask of brandy into a third, and 
started toward the door, pausing there a mo- 
ment to listen. Then he opened it and stepped 
softly into the passage, intending to let himself 
out without being heard. But when he reached 
the bottom of the stair he ran almost into the 
arms of the innkeeper. 

"The cavalier fi*om France!" cried the Cata- 
lan, letting fall the bundle of sticks that he was 
carrying. 

"Yes," said De Sallet shortly, and, hoping to 
avoid questions fiom his garrulous host, he 
added, explanatorily: "Going out for a walk." 

"But on such a night!" i-emonstrated the 
other. "Pardon, excellency," he continued in 
confusion, as he felt the look of displeasure di^ 
rected at him. "I — " His glance fell full on 
the Frenchman's face, and be shuddered. 
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"What's the matter?" cried De Sallet. 
**D— nit, man! what's the matter?" He caught 
the other's hand with a grip of iron. "Am I a 
monster that you look at me so? Speak up!" 

The innkeeper's hand fell to his side. "His 
excellency looks so ill," he said, with a grimace 
of pain. 

HI, yes; ill unto death. This was not the De 
Sallet of the boulevards, scented and well tail- 
ored, but an older — a how much older! — ^man, 
with a drawn face and a shaking hand. His 
effort of a moment before had exhausted him, 
and he leaned against the wall to rest himself. 
Dirty, too; dressed in an old, discolored suit of 
gray, and wearing a pair of shoes that had on 
them the mud and dust of many days; un- 
shaved; unwashed; with blood-shot eyes that 
told of too much drink. This was not the De 
Sallet who had won women and deceived them; 
whose ready tongue and audacious spirit had 
made him trusted of the shrewdest money-men 
in Christendom; all conquering and plausible; 
this was a poor human automaton, who, sub- 
jected to too much and too rapid wear, was run- 
ning down, and destined soon to lie on the 
world's refuse heap. If the Preacher be right 
and even satisfied love be vanity, how doubly 
vain are those who tenant within themselves 
the darker passions! 
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*I11?" repeated De Sallet, though dreamily 
now and speaking through a mist. "It's true 
I am not well, and therefore — therefore I walk. " 
He staggered slightly, but, recovering, turned 
toward the door. "Here!" he added, "I may 
be late, who knows? Pay yourself." He 
threw a purse toward the innkeeper. "Oh, I 
pay my debts 1" the drink within him laughed, 
"I pay my debts 1*' And he opened the door 
and flung himself outside. 

Aye, passion-puppet ! every debt, even to the 
last. 

"The mad Frenchman!" muttered his host, 
stooping to pick up the purse. 

De Sallet crossed the little plaza, shivering in 
the wind, and stopped in the shadow of the 
bishop's palace to resort to his flask. A huge 
swallow of brandy went down his throat, al- 
ready almost raw, and he smacked his fevered 
lips with satisfaction. 

"It's life!" he muttered, leaving the shelter 
of the wall, and picking his way unsteadily be- 
tween the piles of filth that lay on the ancient 
pavement. 

It was a dark night for a journey. The 
clouds promised rain, and the blustering wind 
was everywhere, eddying, puflBing, and gusty. 
It was a night to appall the hardiest, and not a 
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muleteer in Catalonia could have been hired to 
stir abroad until the storm that threatened was 
past. But only De Sallet's body was weak; 
his will was strong; and as he set his face north- 
ward and started on his long walk to Andorra 
Yiella, his anger flamed as high as if he had 
been the knight erring of other days. 

De Sallet and his pride and his hate— these 
three stalked on through the darkness to their 
end : out of the town, along the path, past the 
deserted camp of the Spaniards, once more on 
the path, staggering near the brink of many a 
precipice, wading many a rivulet, pausing fre- 
quently to drink from the flask, and drawn on 
always by resentment and pursued by fear, 

De Sallet afraid ! — ^this man who had been so 
strong and self-reliant and successful? It was 
so. His courage had ebbed steadily from the 
day when Ottiwell had forced him, at the point 
of the sword, to confess himself a liar. He had 
gone with the Spaniards to battle, but had 
stayed in the rear, and long before the disaster 
befell them had stolen in fright back to Urgel 
to drink into himself a fictitious courage. 
Twice before he had gone forth at night, only 
to return before he had reached the Andorran 
frontier. This time, after a debauch lasting 
four days, he was determined to pursue his proj- 
ect to the end. 



Digitized by 



Google 



JJCii THE KING OF ANDORRA. 

Tet he feared; shadows frightened him and 
the noises of the wind brought disquietude. He 
stopped often to listen and paused at the turns 
in the path to peer cautiously ahead ; at times 
he turned back a few steps to make certain that 
he was not followed. But always his drunken 
lips were muttering of his vengeance. 

The frontier was four miles from Urgel and 
travelers usually covered the distance in two 
hours; when De Sallet neared the wall he hoA 
been over three hours on the way. Here his 
real work began. His coward mind shook off 
the spell of the drink and for a brief period the 
old De Sallet came to life. Fifty yards from 
the wall he dropped down from the path and 
made his way to the river, and five minutes 
later, neck-deep in the water and clinging to 
the bank, he passed an unsuspecting sentinel, 
and soon after set his foot once more on Andor- 
ran soil. 

The water was icy cold and it had come on to 
rain in a dismal fashion disconcerting even to a 
man dry and well sheltered; and De Sallet had 
no shelter and was already wet to the skin. 
What then? The brandy, of course; always 
the brandy! He drank more deeply of it and 
clambered back to the path, and there he drank 
again and again and once again; and soon. 
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holding in his hand the empty flask, he stag- 
gered on. And then for a time he waa happy. 
So warm ! so warm ! Fire in the veins and 
courage in the heart and a giant's stride and 
strength : vive^ vive la Cognac! Who would be 
King of Andorra when he could be King of 
Earth? 

He laughed low to himself, he sang little 
snatches of gay ballads and strode along the 
asphodel-bordered ways of Paradise. He 
clutched more tightly the flask that had held 
this joy and drew it with love to his breast; 
and tiie elixir whispered things to him and pic- 
tured for him visions of his past. 

He saw himself a boy. 

Petite maman! Pretty, pretty mammal— so 
young, and merry, and proud of the soldier- 
father 1 That father, too, grown gray in his 
country's service, and daily renewing his youth 
in his love for the wife of his autumn and their 
child; and the rosy Norman nurse, with her 
spotless caps, huge linen castles, so readily 
given over to the attack of dirty childish fin- 
gers; and the pretty white villa and the flowers 
— oh, the flowers that bloomed then as never 
since! and later, the school and its triumphs 
and friendships, its false quantities and ques- 
tionable Latin verse : the joys of youth, the joys 
of youth — he saw them all. 
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And then, manhood and first love. 

The bitter sweetness of those days ! You were 
so fair, Euphrasie, and so frail. The adoration 
of Twenty was yours, but you would have none 
of it, and chose instead the greater riches and 
nobler title of Seventy, and left poor Twenty 
broken-hearted and alone. But you were paid. 
— He strode through the single deserted street 
of San Julian and into the darkness beyond. 
* Yes, Euphrasie, you were paid. There came 
a time — do you remember, you in your lonely 
grave at Amiens? — when Twenty, grown to 
Twenty-five — Seventy still living and still your 
husband — came to woo again, and was now so 
strong and manly and sought after by other 
women (the explanation lies there) that when he 
spoke you listened, and when you listened he 
spoke as if he were a god ; and poor Seventy- 
five was left alone, the jest of the gay world. 
You dreamed a dream, Euphrasie; and when 
waking came to Twenty-six and you were cast 
aside, blame yourself for your folly if you 
ceased to care for living and so ceased to live. 
A tear? No, no; no woman's worth a tear. 

But one was brushed away. 

And then, Euphrasie, you had successors. 

Those were merry days and adventures are to 
the adventurous. There were the duchess, the 
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wife of the Austrian ambassador, the young 
American singer, and hosts of grisettes, and — 
psha! the list is too long. Your conqueror, 
Euphrasie, became almost irresistible; and, as 
satiety had not come, he was happy — as the 
brutes are happy ! What fool says all is vanity I 
—What's that? 

— He had come to the Valley of Andorra and 
was wandering from the traveled way, but, 
without noticing it, went on. 

It's nothing — nothing but the roaring of the 
wind. But good fortune, Euphrasie, can't last 
forever, and what's a man to do when his 
money's gone? Why, sell his title, fool — sell 
his name and the honor of nine centuries to stock 
jobbers; they're worth more, be sure, than a 
franc. Money's plenty when you know how to 
get it. What are bourses and public companies 
and gaming-tables for? 

—The rain fell, oh, so heavily. He felt it beat- 
ing against his face and raised his hand angrily, 
and, muttering to himself that it was cold, took 
heed for a time of his steps. But the pictures 
thrust themselves before him and he walked on 
through the gallery of his life. 

He saw himself, the tool of dishonest men 
and trafficing in his ancient name, sink beneath 
the notice of the honest. He saw himself, 
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world-weary at forty, taking a new, brief inter- 
est in life during the pursuit of the English 
beauty. He saw himself —wonder of wonders I 
— ^faithful, when he had won her, for nearly a 
twelfthmonth. 

— Darker the pictures now, and smoked over 
with what some men would have called regret. 

He saw himself, his fortime lost, reduced to 
the necessity of working for a wage, and hun- 
gering for the jackal's share of the profits of 
great transactions, while erst he had shared 
with the lions. He saw himself living on 
Blanche's bounty and urging her to come away 
with him from the land where she had main- 
tained a seeming propriety; and her, already 
more than half -disenchanted, following him; 
and, when the fire had quite burned itself out, 
the two of them, each distrusting and hating the 
other, staring at the ashes that remained. 
— The potency of the drink was past, and he 
stumbled and shivered. 

Then came Andorra and his dream of empire, 
the American, his own humiliation, and— fail- 
ture. Damnation I 

*'But ru have him yetP* he cried. "PU 
show him 1 God ! ' ' 

Straight off the rocky bank into the Valira, 
swollen by the rains; straight down into the 
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swirling flood, where he struggled for the little 
that remained of his ruined and wretched life. 
The dark stream clutched at him, seized him, 
buffeted him, toyed with him, and sucked him 
down to where the siren water- voices whispered 
to dying sense that all — was well — with the 
dead! 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

WHICH WAY? 

Wearied by his long walk, Ottiwell entered 
the church and sat down in a dark comer near 
the altar. 

Although it was a week-day the ancient 
oaken door swung wide. The Mother of 
Churches is no mere Sunday mother; she calls 
her children home continually; and herein lies 
her power. When there is no comfort else- 
where the Catholic knows well that there is 
one place where he can find all that the world 
refuses. « 

The interior of the church was damp and 
musty-smelling — a place to avoid, those would 
say who seek bodily comfort alone, but made 
glorious by the aisle of light that stretched to 
the altar from the open door. For different 
moods different places; this, if one came believ- 
ing, though never so sadly, was the House of 
Peace. Ottiwell came sadly enough, though 
without faith; the altar was to him a thing of 
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boards, and not the seat of the Most High; yet 
he was dimly comforted. Here, at least, was 
rest such as he could not find in the sunny world 
outside. He leaned against the wall and re- 
signed himself to quiet, and the thoughts that 
had oppressed him were gone. Then there was 
a stage- wait for an hour or more. There are 
but two characters in the strange play of which 
we speak the lines so haltingly — ^man and 
woman. Here was one of them, and as the 
noon-hour drew nigh came the other in the 
person of Blanche; and the tale of the two was 
complete. 

She hesitated an instant at the door, then 
entered and came toward the altar, and knelt 
down before it. But peace, when the man was 
so near? 

He heard her and rose to go. At the first 
sound of his steps she was on her feet. 

"Mr. Ottiwell!" she said in surprise. 

She came forward, holding out her hand. 
Where, now, were her thoughts of God and 
forgiveness? He took it, and it lay warm and 
soft in his own. They stood there thus for a 
moment, he in the shadow, she in the light, 
until he felt that he must say something. 

"I did not know that you were a Catholic," 
he ventured. 
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She drew her hand away, smce he iiiad« no 
effort to retam it. 

**Mr. Ottiwelll" she murmured again. 

He repeated his remark. 

"I think every woman is at heart a Catho- 
lic," she answered, trying to smile, "for she is 
eager to believe." She turned an anxious look 
on him. "Do you believe?" 

"This?" he asked, waving his hand toward 
the altar. 

"Yes." 

"No," he said slowly, "I can't say that I do; 
I was reared a Protestant. But there are worse 
places than this." 

"That's it I" She caught his hand. "It is 
a good place to be in; so restful, and — ^and the 
confessional — ^the peace of telling — everything !" 

She seemed to be speaking to some one far 
away rather than to him. 

"But will it satisfy in the end?" she asked. 
"Will anything satisfy mortals, except " 

Then, suddenly, she made her last throw. 

"Francis!" she murmured. 

But her wonderful eyes said more. "Dear 
love," they shone into his, "dear love, I was 
weak and tempted, and I was not as a woman 
should be; but I repent and I love. Come, 
then! The world is so wide and fair—" and 
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his reason went wandering in their yellow 
mazes and was lost. 

Why not? he asked himself. Why not? 
Must he mourn the loss of another woman all 
his life? Why not make this one, so loving 
and so tender, his queen, and snatch a month 
of happiness from fate before he gave up his 
life to the invaders? The prospect tempted. At 
the moment but one figure marred it — De 
Sallet's. 

The man was no saint, and he knew himself 
for what he was. Through love and too great 
confidence she hadeiTed, while he was like most 
men; but like all of them, good and bad, he 
judged his actions and hers by that queer 
double standard for the existence of which the 
leniency of her sex is alone responsible. He 
might have thought of many women in his past, 
instead of which he thought only of De Sallet. 
Then a great shame swept over him. Was this 
his manhood? He drew back one step from her, 
and in this simple act she read the end of all 
her hopes. Then, pityingly and tenderly: 

**Sister!" said he. 

*'It — can't be, then?" her white lips mut- 
tered. **It— <5an't be?'' 

His very attitude said No. 

**It is right," she said, with an eflEOTt, **but 
it is hard I" 
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He could not meet her glance and he could 
not speak. 

Then she turned toward the altar. 

*'So I come to this at last! Christ forgave 
such as I; but no good man — ^loved her — after- 
ward. Well " 

She turned to him again. 

"Kiss me, beloved!" she whispered. "It 
will say good-by; it will comfort me in the 
years to come; — here, on my cheek." 

But it was not her cheek that met his lips as 
he bent over her, but her own lips, red and 
eager. Two strong arms went around his neck 
and held him fast. For a moment he resigned 
himself to madness ; then, as gently as he could, 
he put her away from him and fled through the 
door. 

The day lived out its life; the shadows 
slanted till they were one, and the sun took 
back the light it had given to the ancient 
church, that men and women in other temples 
in other lands might have it to worship by; and 
still the woman lay groveling before the altar, 
and found no peace nor comfort anywhere. 

When men sorrow and peace eludes them 
they long to go up into the world's high places. 
It was so with OttiwelL From mau'e h9^m b9 
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fled to the roof of God's and lingered tUl night- 
fall drove him from the mountain. 

Which way, child of the earth and earthy? 
For you must choose. Both ways seem to end 
in nothing, but how diflEerently the end is come 
at I You craved excitement and that indefina- 
ble thing that looks so well in print — romance; 
and you have had both. But there is more in 
store for a stout heart and a heavy hand. Stay, 
then, and fight. Send your friend over the 
mountains into France to buy modem arms and 
ammunition, and even cannons. The place is 
strong: make it stronger. Fight: the red of 
war is a gracious sight. Fight though you 
lose, and go down like a man, and have to 
yourself, forever, a page— a whole page — of 
history. 

Or, if this do not stir your blood, think, think 
of the woman. Millions of men have lived and 
died without ever looking on such a creature. 
She's yours; reach out your hand and take the 
good the gods have sent you. A queen, a very 
queen of women; why not your queen and An- 
dorra's? For you know well, by now, there is 
no limit to her love. She'll fight beside you in 
the trenches, she'll smooth the bed of death. 
She'd rather pillow her head on your breast in 
hell than float forever, alone, on the dreamless 
clouds of heaven. 
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This way, then, lie love and glory — forward 
to a hero's death! 

Tou won't? You pause and hesitate? You 
poor weakling, troubled with that cancerous 
thing, a conscience! Look, then, along the 
other path. 

Gk) away. 

When you came here this land was happy; 
behold it now! In every household there is 
mourning, in every churchyard there are new- 
made graves. And if you stay there will be 
new mounds, and Andorra will perish from 
among the nations of the earth. 

Go away. 

No, not because by doing so you may the 
better put behind you thoughts of Petronila, 
for that is selfishness. Because one path is 
wrong and one is right, and right is mercy to 
thousands who love and place their trust in you. 

Quick! before your resolution weakens. 
Now, indeed, are you a man! 

*'Juan." 

"Master.'' 

"When morning comes you will send a mes- 
senger to each of the parishes to tell the people 
to assemble here on the third day from this in 
the early morning," 
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"A review?'' asked Juan joyfully. 

**That, or something else," said Ottiwell 
absent-mindedly. "And, Juan '* 

"Yes, master." 

"Ask the Syndic " 

"The man who lives across the street, you 
mean?" inquired the sturdy royalist. 

"The Syndic and — and his daughter to come, 
too." 

Ottiwell let his head drop, with a sigh, on 
the table. 
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CHAPTER XXin. 

" THE KING IS DEAD— •• 

"THBkingl Thekingr* 

SomethiDg choked Ottiwell, and he drew his 
hand across his eyes. Now that the hour had 
come his task seemed humanly impossible. 
But how shall a man's stature be measured if 
not by what he gives up for right's sake? He 
stood on the worn stone steps of the House of 
Government looking out over such a thiong as 
Andorra the Old had never seen till then. From 
the inn to the Zorilla house the narrow street 
was filled; and as, after long waiting, he ap- 
peared in the doorway attended by his two 
friends, the people crowded forward to be nearer 
when he should speak. 

**My people '' 

And then he stopped, as Petronila showed 
herself at the door of the Syndic's house. Draw- 
ing himself up with a pride of manner that 
matched her own he went on. 

**My people, whose love has been always 
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mine as mine has been always yours, I bid you 
weloome to your own again before 1 say good- 
by/' 

'^ What does he mean?" Belsham whispered 
hoarsely to the soldier. But Armin made no 
answer except to shake his head disapprov- 
ingly. 

**No festival nor review, nor warlike prepara- 
tions against which the dead would cry out 
from their graves, calls you hither; and yet you 
will be glad, you and yom* children and your 
children's children in the days to come, that I 
have sent for you. A little while, and you may 
rejoice; but first I ask you to hear a story that 
you have helped to make— a story so stoange 
that it now seems like an unhappy dream, and 
so true that it fills me with regret that will 
have no end. Listen, then, and forgive me for 
the part that I have played in it. 

"This is the story: 

"In a city beyond the seas that wash the 
, western coast of Spain lived a man who had had 
too much of fortune's good. He was too rich, 
too idle, he had too many friends, and so had 
come to be weary of everything he knew and 
saw. He was young, romantic " 

"And a Quixotic fool I" growled Armin. 

"And longed for novelty and excitement. 



Digitized by 



Google 



278 THE KING OF ANDORRA. 

One night, when, from sheer excess of the pleas- 
ures at his command, he had grown morose and 
discontented, he gave a dinner to three of his 
friends/' 

"Oh 1 Ah !" came from Belsham. 

"He told them of his longing to see new 
scenes; to fight; to act a great part in the 
world's affairs; to live where then he stag- 
nated; and one of them told him in turn of a 
land of streams and mountains whose very 
name he had never heard, where all the men 
were strong and brave and all the women pure. 
And he went to this land and found it all and 
more than he had hoped, and loved it — and 
loves it still — almost as much as if it were his 
own. For trees and fields, and waters and 
flowers, and homely virtues and simple faith, 
all go to make Andorra beautiful!" 

"Andorra I'* cried the people. "He means 
Andorra ! Long live the king I' ' 

"Long live Andorra, free and happy I — I said 
that this man loved Andorra's people, and so he 
did; but one he loved more than any other — a 
woman. One day he won her, and the next she 
was lost to him because he was caught up into 
a whirl of chance, and, without his will or 
knowledge, made her king and yours." 

"Why, master, it's your own story!'* cried 
Juan, breaking through the crowd. 
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"Tell the people, Juan, you who know the 
truth, was I a party to the plot that made me 
kmg?'* 

"No, master; who says you were? OhI the 
woman?** 

He pushed his way to Petronila and caught 
her by the shoulder. "Come with me, girl." 
She went and soon stood before Ottiwell, who 
could not trust himself to look at her. 

"Tell her, Juan — ^tell her again — did I know 
of your plot before I went that morning to the 
coimcil chamber?" 

"No, master, no! It was chance that did it 
all — a lucky chance for Andorra. Speak ! girl, 
it's your turn to say something.'* 

Petronila raised her eyes, then let them fall 
again; then, for the first time in months, she 
spoke to him. 

"Is this true, cavalier?** 

"You have heard it all from me before,** he 
said, with a sudden rush of pride. 

"I know, but — it was long ago; I did not 
know, I — It is useless," she was sajdng to 
herself; "he will never forgive me.** Then her 
own pride resumed its sway. "Never, while 
he is king I** 

But he had asked nothing at her hands. If 
he had possessed a woman's knowledge of 
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women he could not more certainly have con- 
trived to bring her to his feet; for, disregarding 
her, he was once more speaking to the people. 

*'I loved you and you loved me; I could not 
see the future; so I was your king — not, I 
avouch to you on my word of honor, to gratify 
my pride, but for your sake, as it seemed then I 
might be of aid to you. And all went well 
until that awful night when so many of your 
bravest fell." 

The women were sobbing now, while the sol- 
diers only stood the straighter. 

"Brave men, Andorrans — ^bravest of the 
brave! Hcmor them, love them, keep their 
memories green ! And as you love them, and 
by the honor in which you hold them, resolve 
here and now with me that no more shall die." 

*'How, master!" cried Juan; "fight no 
more?" 

"No more forever; Andorra is a land of 
peace." 

"The Spaniards will come." 

"And stop at the frontier, Juan." 

"But who will stop them?" 

"I will." 

"Long live the king!" came from the ardent 
people. 

"Consider how weak Andorra is compared to 
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Spain — six thousand against three times six 
millions. We are alone; no other land will 
help us; to fight means death to all." 

**But death to many a Spaniard T' 

**But the women, Juan — your wives and sis- 
ters and mothers — ^and the children — what 
would become of them? And Andorra, your 
free land?" 

The people were listening breathlessly and 
there was not; a sound. 

"Eight centuries your government had stood 
before I came; eight centuries yet it may stand 
in freedom such as no Spaniard knows. Fear 
nothing; no hostile foot shall ever tread this 
soil." 

**Long live the king I" 

**I am your king no longer 1" 

Then the gates of heaven were opened to him ; 
for Petronila, blushing, smiling and half-cry- 
ing, was at his side, and, a moment later, at his 
feet. 

"Lover and master, forgive me!" 

"I am not the king," he stammered. 

The dark eyes sought his with the childish 
trust of other days. 

"But you are my king!" she murmured. 
"King of my heart — lord of my life and soul!" 

And, rising, she spoke to the wondering peo- 
ple: --- ^^ 
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"Are you so dull, Andorrans, that you fail 
to understand what this man is doing for you? 
If he were gone would you choose another[king? 
Could any ever take his place in your hearts? 
The king gone, the monarchy vanishes, the 
Council rules again, the bishop's rights are 
recognized, and the hateful Spaniard stops at 
the border. For the king to stay means the 
destruction of the land ; for him to go means its 
salvation; and, like the hero that he is, and for 
your sake, he goes.'* 

^*No, no,'' burst from a thousand throats. 

**Tes, yesl Would you deprive him of the 
merit of his sacrifice and make him less worthy 
than he is?" 

"What folly 1" groaned Belsham. But the 
soldier's eyes were moist. 

**No, my boy, he's doing right." 

She took her lover's hand. There was no 
restraint about her now, no shyness, no false 
modesty. Passionate yet virginal she willed 
that all who had listened to her denunciation of 
him should be witnesses to her repentance. As 
for Ottiwell, his head drooped as if he were 
overcome; he heard imperfectly and hardly un- 
derstood what he heard. He looked at her diz- 
zily through a mist of surprise. The face of his 
spring dreami ^^Not long^ O daughter of the 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE KING OF ANDOBBA. 283 

valley P^ Then he awoke to find the Syndic 
confronting him. Jaime was frowning, but he 
spoke at first quite evenly. 

"Go into the house, my daughter/' 

But Petronila only clung the more tightly to 
OttiwelPs hand. 

"You heard him, father?*' 

"Yes.'' 

"You heard him, and yet you ask me toleaye 
him? Oh, no, my father; never, now, un- 
less " 

"Senyor Padez," said her lover, interrupting 
her, "I have the honor to ask you for your 
daughter's hand." 

"I would sooner," answered the Syndic, 
speaking with cold deliberation, "give you 
Andorra itself." 

"Then, by the sword of General Israel Put- 
nam, we'll take her, anyway I'" exploded Bel- 
-sham. 

Jaime's daughter faced him and looked at 
him a long time before she spoke. 

"I am of an age to marry against your will" 

"I know it, girl." 

"And, knowing it, you still refuse?" 

"Still and always." 

"He is brave and strong and manly." 

"He is an usurper." 
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^^He has saved Andorra." 

"I say, Nor 

"I love him — and I love you; do not force 
me to choose between you." 

"Nor* 

There were tears in her eyes, but a smile 
played about her lips. 

" *Honor thy father and thy mother ' " 

Then she turned to Ottiwell. 

" *Thy people shall be my people,* " she mur- 
mured, ** *and thy God my Godl' '* 

A tall man, pale and weary-eyed, came out 
of the crowd and stood before the Syndic. 

** Cousin," said Bamiro, speaking with an 
eflFort, "a father's rights must sometimes give 
way to those of others. How often have I heard 
you prate of Andorra's ancient laws 1 Well, by 
those very laws, this hand is mine" — ^he took it 
and put it in Ottiwell's — **to give to one who 
has a still better right to it." 

And he tried to smile. 

The two men looked deeply at one another. 

"You have won her fairly, cavalier. You 
are a better n^m than I." 

Angels and archangels could celebrate no 
nobler theme than the triumph of a man over 
his own unworthiness. There is something in 
us all, be we never so mean and cold, that 
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swells with generous feeling at such a sight. 
The people, passive now, and resigned to see 
their friend and comrade depart, waited to know 
his will ; and a great hush fell upon them. Far 
off in the crowd a woman who had that morn- 
ing died to all of the joys of life stared at the 
lovers with hot and tearless eyes. For such as 
she the world holds hells more cruel than any 
that Dante pictured. Greater sorrow hath no 
woman than this, that, having loved once un- 
worthily, she wake from her fleshliness to gaze 
on the dazzling image of a pure love. 

And so they stood — Ottiwell and Petronila 
and Ramiro, close tc^ther in feeling as well as 
in fact — until Belsham hroke the silence. 

^'There's a man we all want to see," and he 
darted into the crowd, returning with the priest 

"Pare, here's a job for you: noake these peo- 
ple one." 

"Marry them, my son I" stammered Andres. 

"Of course; that's all you fellows are good 
for — ^to marry us and bury us." 

The priest addressed himself to Ottiwell : 

"Cavalier, the Church forbids such marriages 
as this without a dispensation. Pity me, that 
I am not able to administer the holiest of sacra- 
ments to one whom I baptized, and confirmed, 
and have loved " 
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PrieBts are men; this one had been young 
once. 

^^An old man's blessing, cayaller, if not a 
priest's. And — ^there are ministers of your own 
faith in France." 

What caused Belsham's voice to quiver and 
shake? 

^*To France, then, we go," he said, with a 
mock-angry glance at Andres — ^^'and the sooner 
the better." 

The Syndic paused in his nervous walk. 

^'The way is long from our land to the 
stranger's, and the waters are deep that roll be- 
tween," he said, wistfully and sadly. 

And then Ottiwell, feeling that he had no 
right to take this man's daughter from him un- 
less she understood all that her action meant, 
spoke to her also. 

"It is true, Petronila — ^the way is long and 
the land is strange; and you know little of me. 
Are you certain you are not mistaken as to the 
strength of your feeling? Does it seem wise to 
give up your home, your father, and your peo- 
ple, and to leave your mother's grave, that you 
may come away with me?" 

A hand that did not tremble, but which was 
firm and caressing in its touch, was laid on his 
arm. 
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"I win go with you through the wide world, 
my husband!" 

The valley lay in the sunlit afternoon, and 
still the people lingered to talk of their love and 
tJieir loss. In the Council chamber the Syndic, 
alone in his little greatness, vaguely wondered 
whether after all he had not been too unforgiv- 
ing; in her room at the inn the woman wept; 
in the silence of the church the priest prayed. 
The rivulets still ran their tinkling way over 
white sand and shining stones, through the bare 
meadows, to the Valira; and the river still told 
in a tongue that no man could understand how 
it had avenged so many wrongs; and every- 
thing was the same, yet not the same; for all 
knew that the valley had given its best manli- 
ness, its best womanliness, to the world beyond 
the mountains. 

High up, where the Valira could be traced to 
its source in distant lakes, the trail crossed a 
little plateau before descending into France; 
and there, looking backward for the last time 
before they followed the others down the eastern 
slope, the Jlovers stood for a few too brief mo- 
ments side by side and hand in hand. 

Farewell, the valley 1 The mists settle down 
upon thee and the night comes on; and the 
dark eyes whose splendor is cast toward the 
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west see, now and in the future, neither thee 
nor any other wholly finite land, hut one unseen 
of most, where only the strong and true may he, 
and whose only lord is lova 



THE END. 
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